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As You Like It 


Author's Notes: 
To tell you the truth, | don\'t really know where this came from, but is something, | don\'t really write much, 
so be patient with me. I\'m usually one for sci-fi. Oh and there are some random pairings that you might think 


ridiculous, but get into account, that even | don\'t know why | did this. 


Here he was in front of the big locked gate of the rehearsal garage. It looked dark and quiet, like it was in the 
morning when they left. So he was alone, and early. Searching around in his pockets for the keys, he wondered 
why Tommy had called him to come so early. Of course, he was excited about the biggest show of "The battle 
of the greatest rock bands from the ‘80's" but he knew his ex lover very well, and sensed that by him calling 
him here so early and before the others, that Tommy might have something upon his mind. 


He finally found the keys, and nervously unlocked the door, pushing it up. No one had been here. Inside it was 
dark and cold. Looking around for the light switch he saw a tiny light up behind the glass of the sound- 
engineer's pult. Smiling, he made his way through the dark, to the stairway. 


"Mind the cables Gilby!" he heard Tommy's voice coming from above. "I apologise for the darkness, but | feel 


better able to think when it's dark" The dark haired drummer smiled at him. 
"Think about what? You crazy fucker! Why did you called me here alone? Not to mention, so early?" 


"Patience my dear, have patience! | have a surprise for you. Please would you like to turn out the light" 


Tommy pointed with his head towards the switch. "I need it to be dark or is going to ruin the surprise." 


The guitarist did what his ex lover ordered him. Why did he always do what Tommy wanted from him and 
barely even questioning it? 
The small room fell into darkness, and Gilby felt something jump in his stomach. He hated when he had to stay 


alone with Tommy and now in the dark it was even worse. 


When his eyes became accustomed to the darkness, he could make out the silhouette of Tommy's sexy body 
next to the pult. God, Tommy still made him feel a shiver in his spine. He hated the fact that he can't stay 
alone with the drummer without being turned on. Why did he agree to come here in first place? Was he so 


stupid as to think that he could forget the pain they had caused each other? 


Remembering back when they were starting Rockstar Supernova with Jason Newsted and a couple of other 
friends, Gilby had never looked at Tommy as he did, that unforgettable day when they were the only two from 
Supernova behind the stage. All the lights were off except for the one they used on the stage for the 
rehearsal. Tommy was wearing his best leather pants that held his ass so tightly. He went down from the 
stage, lost from view, in the darkness for a moment, and then appearing right in front of Gilby in the next 
moment. Catching him off guard and suddenly pressing his lips on the shocked guitarists lips. Gilby was 
surprised to notice that he parted his lips to allow Tommy's tongue in his mouth. Ok, all was good and under 
control right? But what was happening? 


‘I've seen you staring at my ass from down here all the time." Tommy whispered in his ear. 
Was he staring at Tommy's ass? Ok he appreciated how sexy the drummer still looks in those leather pants, 
and how many more groupies he can make happy. But did he actually stare at him, and did he put himself in 


the blessed groupie's number? Well he was about to find out. 


"This is your first time isn't it?" asked Tommy, sensing Gilby's uncertainty. 
"Uh huh" Gilby nodded. 


"Don't worry dear it won't hurt. I'll make it gentle to make you happy’. 
This was the first time he had had sex with a man. This was also one of the last moments when Tommy was 
ever gentle with him. After this there were times when Tommy will come back high or drunk, and beat him 


just for not being awake when the drummer came home. 


Gilby would go out meeting random guys and sleep with them just to hurt Tommy. They had to put an end to 


this by breaking up but God he still loved Tommy like the day he first kissed him behind the stage. 
"Gilby.GILBERT!" Tommy's voice shouting his name snapped him back to the reality. 
"What? What..?" 


"| said if you want, come here and take a seat, the surprise soon will be here." He looked at Gilby, who 
hesitated for a moment. "Come on babe, come here, | don't bite. Not at that moment anyway" 


The guitarist smiled nervously, took seat and settled himself in front of the glass window. 


"You are shaking babe." Tommy put a hand on top of his ex lovers. "Why? Is there something wrong?" he asked 


smiling knowingly. 


‘Great, Tommy. Next time, why don't you put your hand on my crotch? Gilby could feel the blood rising to his 


head. Well the problem as he considered it was, it was not only the blood that was rising in him. 
Shifting his position, he turned around to avoid the drummers gaze. 

"What is it babe? Are you still turned on by the old boy?" Tommy asked with his perfect devil smile. 
"Oh fuck off Tommy!" 


Shrugging, Gilby got up from the seat and started to pace nervously across the room. 

Come on you idiot get a grip on yourself, he will hurt you again and find another toy in no time, you should 
know better. What the fuck is taking so long for Tommy to finally show me this surprise, and let me go home? 
Safe in my bed alone, thinking of what would have been if we had been just a little bit kinder to each other. 


The lights down in the main hall turned on, but drowned in his pain and anger, the brunette barely noticed this 
fact. Somewhere from the dark behind him, Tommy reached out to him. 


Gilby barely noticed that either. Two strong hands, getting a grip on his shoulders and leading his body through 
the room back to the overseeing window. He let Tommy lead him through like he was in a trance, all 
movements seeming like in slow motion and somewhat unreal. As if his body in the drummer's hands did not 


belong to his mind. Tommy turned his head towards the glass. 

"Here, you go Gilby the surprise has just arrived" 

Snapping suddenly back to the reality, he looked down where Slash was leaning in towards Duff, explaining 
something in his ear. As the seconds went on it looked to Gilby that Slash's lips were a bit too close for 


normal whispering. 


"They have been lovers for over 5 years now, secretly of course. Haven't you noticed? They think they are 


being discreet because of their wives, but nothing can escape my eyes." the Crue drummer laughed. "They use 


places like this before the rest of the band arrives. They think it's more secure." 
Tommy reached under the table and lifted a camera ready for recording. 


"Ready for the show?" he laughed before turning the camera to the glass window and pushing the "record" 


button. 


"You can't..." Gilby turned to argue, but stopped shocked and surprisingly fascinated at the same time to see 
what was going to happen 


Down below unaware of the two men watching them, and unsuspecting about the camera, Slash was becoming 
more confident and comfortable. He reached his hand to Duff's face and brushed some blonde strands from 
the bassist's face. 


"Do you know how beautiful you are?" The guitarists breath brushed on Duff's neck, tickling him and making 


the hair on his neck rise. 


"Yes Slash, you discover this every time. Now please let's get to the point. We don't have much time as you 


know." 


Crossing Paths 


It was quickly getting dark, there was a little time left before all of the rest of the musicians and bands came 
to rehearsal and Nikki wanted to have the garage for him for a few moments. Well, he and Izzy, but he wasn't 


interested in anything more than trying his bass without having to share the place with all the others. 
Strangely, or frustratingly enough the car broke a few streets away from their destination. The stupid bitch, 
sometimes he could believe it was actually alive and in league with whatever forces were against him. Now 
they had to walk, and of course, apart from him being too lazy to do this, and that they were going to be late 
and therefore would find the place full, it also meant he had to spend more time with Izzy, which had never 
been a good idea. 

"Wouldn't be half bad if you had put some torches in your car before having to abandon it on a street where 
the people don't seem to have gotten the idea of street lamps." Izzy moaned for tenth time in maybe two 
minutes. He took Nikki's hand and pressed a bit closer shivering with cold and maybe for comfort. 

He wanted to answer back with something sarcastic and biting. He really did However, the only noise that could 


escape his throat was something completely incoherent. What the hell was Izzy thinking? Why did he have to 


go and press so close? The bassist could feel the other's brunette body. Jeans pressed against leather. 


‘Stop it Nikki, he is not yours’. Nikki cleared his throat but no words come out. 

Izzy was talking again, something about the weather, the annoying place for the rehearsal and about Duff and 
Slash. Lost in his thoughts, Nikki didn't really listen to him, letting the words go over his head. Since when did 
Izzy start to talk so much anyway? 

"Nikki!" it was half shouted. 

"Uh... what?" 

"Are you even listening to what | am saying?" He had to go and ask that didn't he? 


"Well. yeah..kind of." Nikki tried to answer smiling his most innocent smile. 


"Right, | should've known. We are not getting any nearer to the garage man. | think we just took a wrong turn. 


And with your head in the clouds you were fat lot of help." 
Oh, boy wasn't Izzy so sexy when he got all mad? Stop it Nikki. Stop. It. Right. NOW. 


"Are you still here or what?" now lzzy was on the edge of hitting him. 


"Uh..yeah... right..sorry..the wrong turn" What was wrong with him? And since when did he care so much? 


Just jump him already. There it was again, this little evil voice that the dark haired bassist tried to shut up, 


but to no avail. 


"| don't know what's wrong with you tonight, but lets go back the way we came and see if we can see where 

we made the wrong turn” Izzy looked calmer now and even a bit concerned. Something sure was off with Nikki, 
but he needed to get somewhere drier and warmer before trying to talk to him. God it was freezing and Nikki's 
body seemed to provide so much warmth and comfort. He almost wished that they never left the car and had 


forgotten the rehearsal. Only him and the warm body of Nikki, wrapped in this leather. He wished, 

Sensing the shiver from Izzy, the Crue bassist wrapped his arms protectively around the slimmer man's body. 
Oil Hands!" exclaimed Izzy brushing Nikki's hands off him. 

"Sorry! | just wanted to warm you up, seeing how you are only in a shirt in this rain" 


"Yeah Right!" came the non-convinced reply from the former GNR member. "Seeing how you are acting a bit 
strange today and we will be alone there, that's if we find the way to the place, | want to make it clear. No 
funny business! | know Tommy has a taste for ex-GNR rhythm guitarists and you want to know how that it is. 
But you know how Axl is. If he finds out you've tried.." Izzy sighed, leaving the threat unfinished, and just for a 
moment it looked like he got quite flushed. Or maybe it was Nikki's eyes playing tricks again. 


"Quite right too, and just so you know, | am not remotely interested in such a thin stick like you. Have you 
seen yourself in the mirror lately? If | try to give you a hug I'll get a paper cut" Izzy was not amused, not at 


all 
"Oil Can we stop the insults! I'll have you know that under these clothes I'm very fit even if | am a bit thin” 


Could he see something flashing in the guitarists eyes? Maybe, but as fast as it appeared, it disappeared. The 
problem was, as quick as it was, it was there long enough for Nikki's mind to find and jump into the nearest 


gutter and even stay long enough to roll there a bit. 
"Was this an invitation to look under your clothes?" where did that come from Nikki? 


Izzy's head snapped up. Did he hear right? Oh.. Nikki was probably just joking. He made it clear he is not 
interested. Suddenly he felt the bassist's hands on his shoulders, his back slammed on the wall behind him. 


Nikki's lips too close to Izzy's face for comfort. 


"Izzy, stay still! What I'm about to do now doesn't mean anything.” Nikki could see the shear confusion in Izzy's 
chocolate brown eyes. Using this moment he pressed his lips onto the guitarists soft ones. Izzy did not resist 
long, feeling the teeth lightly brushing over his lower lip, playing with the other's tongue asking for permission 


to invade the yet unfamiliar territory. 

Giving up to the building desire inside him, Izzy parted his lips allowing Nikki to take control. And as sudden as it 
started, Nikki cut it off leaving Izzy standing there with the frustration and confusion clearly visible on his 
face. 

"Yeah the girls are right. You do taste like strawberry" 

"Oookaaayyy." Was all Izzy could say. THS was nothing? 

Oh so Nikki was playing a game? Smiling slightly to himself Izzy was calculating his next move. He could not let 
Nikki just walk away. If he let it pass now, they will never get to the moment that hopefully both of them 
wanted. His hand found the collar of Nikki's jacket and he pulled him back pressing further into Nikki's body, he 
started to unzip his trousers. 

"What are you doing?" The Crue member's voice come unnaturally high pitched. 

"Well, you were the one who kissed me" said Izzy with mocking hurt 

It was nothing. It was just a bio-chemical experiment to find out if the hormones and other chemicals 
controlling the desire for sex can affect the DNA and change the way the body tastes" Nikki's smile grew in 
volume with each word he was saying. 

"And what did you find out?" Yes now it was time for Izzy's game. 


"That, you shouldn't unzip my pants in the rain? | could catch cold" now Nikki tried to back away again 


"Well you see. | need this to accomplish my psycho-biological experiment. And judging by the reaction of your 


cock, it is working." 
"Its just plain coincidence." gulped Nikki. 
Why had his throat gone so dry and the feeling in his stomach got so heavy? 


"Right" Izzy said pressing in with every word. "And looking at it from my point it's really big coincidence." 


Away from the cold and the rain, Gilby was looking nervously at the oblivious couple from the glass window 
unable to tear his eyes away. He knew he should stop this it wasn't fair to his friends but he just could not 
make himself do it. 


".. besides it's not like we are going to make a profit off this video it's just for our own entertainment" 


Tommy's voice comes back to him. "Yeah, suppose you are right" 


Gilby needed to do something to calm his nerves. He needed a smoke, if only he could remember where he left 
his jacket. Slowly unwillingly, he tears his eyes away from the scene below and scans the room, spotting his 
jacket on the far said of the desk next to Tommy. He could not risk moving too much around the room for the 


danger of someone spotting him from the ground floor. 


Not having any other option to get his cigarettes, without actually getting up from the chair he leaned over 
Tommy's lap. Trying to watch without missing a movement from Duff and Slash but at the same time trying 
to reach his jacket and find the pocket in the dark. He leans over Crue drummer and started searching with 


his hand. 
"Whatever you are looking for is a few inches up and on the left near the centre." Tommy smirked. 
Startled, Gilby quickly withdrew his hand. "Sorry, | was aiming for my jacket." 


"I thought as much. Only, your jacket is on the desk chair on my right, not on my lap." smiled Tommy. "But you 


know | don't mind" 


"Yeah" Sighed Gilby "now let's go back to watching the show, shall we?" And with that, he turned his attention 
back to the action down below. Slash was quickly starting to undress Duff. 


‘lm sorry babe, | would do it more gentle and exciting for you but you know we are limited in time." Slash 


breathed heavy into Duff's ear. 


"Just shut up and fuck me already!" Duff smiled giving Slash a look full with affection The guitarist handed him 
the lube and Duff started rubbing Slash's cock with it preparing him for the pleasant moment when he will 
enter Duff's body. 


Surrendering himself to the gentle touch of the blond man's hands, Slash started kissing him softly, playing 
with his lips, and slowly moving his tongue, starting a battle for domination with Duff's. Tongue over tongue 
invading and then retreating only to rush inside the other's mouth again, playing around, chasing all over the 
place, drawing back only long enough to allow the other to breathe. Slowly Slash made his way to Duffs ear 
licking, sucking even lightly biting. Going down his neck marking him as his own, in the passion not caring about 
the consequences or giving any thought about the questions his marks might raise with Duffs wife. With 
kisses, bites and licks he make his way down Duff's skin to his nipples sucking on one while slowly caressing the 
other. All the while Duff was rubbing rhythmically his cock with one hand brushing the inside of Slash's thighs 
with the other. Their breaths become more rasped, their hearts quickened pace making their bodies sweat and 
tremble. Slash's soft lips made progress now, further down Duff's stomach, his tongue brushing around his 
belly. Duff's sweet scent now mixed with the slightly salty taste of his sweat. Slash could almost smell the 
testosterone Duff's body was emitting. He loved Duff's smell and taste, so he kept exploring now his tongue 
inside the bassist's belly drinking up the salty sweat. Duff's other hand's fingers moved slightly from his 
thighs further back brushing the spot behind Slash's balls, his fingers playing with slowly almost inside Slash's 


anus. 


Groaning with pleasure, the dark skinned man made his way down to the blonde's cock, licking the area around 
his balls his fingers playing around them. He put Duff's cock in his mouth starting to slowly suck deeper and 
the slightly pulling off to the tip of it nabbing with his teeth, his tongue curling and brushing around. He kept 
on with the playful steady rhythm for a while longer before quickening it. 


Duff could feel the tension starting to build in his cock The need to let it off before it burst out, escalating. 
He held on to Slash's curly hair pressing his head further down into his abdomen guiding the rhythm of Slash's 
performance. Feeling he could not hold much longer, he forces his cock down Slash's throat almost gagging him 
not really waiting for him to open up. 


The two lovers were drowned so deep into their passion, none of them heard the door opening and the entering 
of the two other men One with a very long light brown hair and the other dark haired with the possibly 


brightest white smile spread across his face. 


From the Frying Pan into the Fire 


There are days that you just have to meet with a good attitude and a smile on your face, or throw yourself 
in the river. If you asked Izzy later about the day he was having now he would tell you that this was exactly 
one of those days. 

After walking around aimlessly with Nikki for about an hour, in a vain attempt to find the abandoned car, the 
two musicians decided to admit defeat and face the fact that they were hopelessly lost. Not that they were in 
the desert. It was the city, for God sake, it was London. Only none of them knew London and especially this 


area, whatever the area actually was. 


"So whose genius idea was it to hire a rehearsal place in the dark outskirts of the city?" Izzy was getting 


more and more annoyed. “Fuck it man, how bad can you lose yourself in a city? " 
zzy?" 

"Yes Nikki?" 

"Will you shut up! Are you going to be a misery the whole time?" 

"Yes, in fact, | am" 


The dark haired bassist, just glared at him and sat on the grass. They were getting to a field that stretched 
out on the side of a motorway, but still there was no sight of the garage. 


“Suppose... Izzy started, but then cut off after seeing Nikki's expression. 

"What?" the Crue member snapped. 

"| suppose, we can call a cab." 

"Did you see any taxi passing by?" the guitarist, cute as he was, was getting on Nikki's nerves. 

"No, not really" Izzy managed to look sheepish. 

"And maybe you have the numbers of the London's cabs on your phone book?" 

"No, sorry, it was stupid suggestion" Nikki could see the hurt in Izzy's eyes. 

"Oh, no Izzy, man I'm sorry. It wasn't stupid idea, it was logical. H's just that there seems to be no one around 


here and this whole thing is getting to my head." He gave the other man a small smile. Nikki's smile was so 
affectionate that Izzy found himself mirroring it, he could not help it. 


"We could always stop here for a while and make the most of the time and warm up." 


Now Nikki was grinning. 
"You know that doesn't sound half bad. You look like someone who could use a bit of a warming up". 
"Yeah just you could have taken me somewhere else: 


‘Oh | could think of at least ten places where | could take you. On stage, in the hotel's parking lot, on the back 
seat of the car, in the pool... 


Nikki tried to shake these thoughts off and listen to what the guitarist was saying. 


"So do you mind me taking it, only here is a bit cold and I'm bored" Izzy was almost on top of him putting his 
hand into Nikki's pocket. 


"You can take anything you want." A wicked smile showed on Nikki's lips. 


"Oh, thanks I'm glad you don't mind." Izzy was digging deeper in the pocket now. "Hal" Izzy exclaimed pulling out 
the lighter and the cigarettes. "Now | can light a fire and get warm. | wish | didn't give up smoking so | could do 
something about the boredom too... Still, it can't be helped" With this, he dashed off to find something to light 
the fire with. 


Nikki's disbelieving glare followed his retreating back. Was this some sick joke? What the hell was Izzy playing 
at? Nikki's brain was struggling to process the events from the few seconds ago. 


Maybe Izzy wasn't playing any games. It could just be his dirty mind making stuff up that wasn't actually 
there. Calling all his strength and sanity to regain his calm, Nikki stood up and went near the road hoping to 
catch sight of a taxi. It wasn't like they couldn't really go back up the road and find something, bus, car, cab 
anything. But did they really want to? Nikki wasn't so sure. Maybe they just welcomed the excuse of being lost 
and to not go back and find their respective lovers. The bassist wondered if both of them wanted to just be 
together, pretending that nothing else existed. Maybe they don't even need to have sex. It was just felt like 
something more. After all, it might just be only in his head but still he could not stop thinking of those big 
chocolate brown eyes, nor he could forget how the slim body and the cool skin of the man he never thought 
he would fancy, felt in his arms when he held him in the rain even if just for the briefest of moments. Lost in 
his own inner world Nikki almost didn't even feel the hand slipping around his waist until he felt the rush of 


cool breath on his neck. 


Startled, he turned around to see Izzy's face almost touching his with a grin plastered across it. Not leaving 
himself time to think better he slipped his arms around the other man pulling him closer. This was the perfect 
time to kiss him he thought. If he allowed himself to think too much and start that inner battle again he will 
miss the opportunity and never forgive himself. Nikki leaned his head ready to capture Izzy's lips with his own, 


never letting go of the guitarists eyes. Savouring the moment when he will taste this strawberry flavour 


again... 

But, how typical wouldn't you think, "Sir I'll have to ask you to please turn around slowly and move over next 
to the car." the voice of a police officer came, who had probably taken them for drunks, drugged or homeless 
men. 

"You too sir" the police man was indicating at Izzy who stood on the spot with jaw dropped. 

“Officer.” Nikki started to excuse them but was cut off from the other officer. 

"l'Il advise you sir, not to say anything unless you are asked, or it could be used against you later. We just 
want to ask you some questions and check your ID's since we have found you here so late in the night." The 


first officer explained to Nikki. "You are in a public place and sex is forbidden". 


"But we haven't even kissed yet and it's not like its very crowded. Is it?" Izzy was finally snapping off the 
stupor. 


"All the same sir we need to do our job. So would you please come with us to the car?" The police man 


sounded oh so annoyingly polite. 

‘I'm not going anywhere." 

"Shush Izzy" Nikki tried to calm him down but with little effect, in fact the very opposite. 

"Did you just shush me?" Izzy shouted at him. "Don't you shush me! DON'T YOU SHUSH ME" 

That was it, Nikki thought. Now they we are in big shit. 

The first police officer turned to Nikki. "Sir, can you please ask your boyfriend to control himself a bit." 


"Oh, no, no, no! He is not my boyfriend" Nikki hurried to assure the officer before Izzy could cause even more 


trouble with another outburst. 

"Ok Payne" the officer next to Izzy spoke "you proceed with him I'll try to reason with pretty boy here." 
"Pretty boy? I'm not a pretty boy." Izzy was having none of it. Why should he? They weren't doing anything 
illegal but the police as always had to ruin a good time in his life. Whatever city it was, the police everywhere 


were the same. 


"You might have stars on your shoulder, but you will be seeing stars on in your head by the time l'm finished 
with you if you don't LET ME GO" He was struggling in the police man's grip. 


‘lm sorry sir but | have to arrest you for threatening a police officer and obstruction’ PC Payne was putting 


him handcuffs while his partner was doing the same with Nikki. 


"Great you just had to go and insult a police officer to make the situation worse, how typical. And don't you 
give me that glare. | was trying to be polite and get us out of this mess". 


"So we are going to spend the night in the police station Well, it will at least be drier and warmer | suppose’ 


Izzy said finally calming down. 
"Yeah, but who do you suggest we should call to bail us out?" 
"| don't know but I'm NOT calling Axl" 


They both laughed. 


Opening the garage door ready to head in to start tuning their instruments, the two unsuspecting men walked 
right into Slash and Duff's making out. The oh, so bright smile on the brunettes face seconds ago slowly froze 


in surprise and moments later turned into a more wide cheeky and mischievous grin 


"Did you think we should warn them about our arrival or should we just join in Seb?" he asked the other man 


suggestively. 


"Oh, no we don't want to startle them now do we? Besides Richie, | think | might enjoy watching for now" came 


the reply from Sebastian 


On the other side of the room Duff leaned slightly onto Slash and whispered in his ear. 


"I think we've got a company." 
The raven haired guitarist started to pull free his mouth to reply but his lover held his head down. 
"No need to reply, just keep on going. They can either enjoy the show or join in the party." 


Slash just nodded his head and continued sucking and curling his tongue around Duff's progressively growing 
cock. He was working slowly, savouring the taste of his lover's skin and the slightly audible taste of hormones 
and pre erection. Scratching lightly and playfully with his teeth, he raised his eyes, watching Duff's reaction. 
The blond bassist moaned in pleasure and arched his back curling his fingers into Slash's hair. This was why he 
loved the guitarist; he never refused anything no matter how kinky it might seem to the others. Sometimes it 
even seemed to Duff that Slash would stay down, an inhuman amount of time without needing to draw breath. 
The feel of Slash's lips curled around his cock made his skin shiver in ecstasy and his throat go dry. Slash's 
hands were now moving about on his thighs. Duff sensed that it was impossible for him now to keep the cry 
of a pleasure that was building inside him from escaping any longer. With one last effort he let the full blast 


of his release, take control over his whole body and with an unearthly animalistic scream of Slash's name his 


overloaded cock drained all its contents into the guitarists throat. 


Licking the rest of Duff's cum that spilled off around his full soft lips, Slash slowly rose from his position on 
the floor and smiled at his beautiful lover. 


"Now babe its time that | fulfil you're wish and fuck you hard and deep" 


Duff smiled knowingly leaving the lube away and turning his back to allow his partner better access. Curling his 
neck to look at Slash's eyes he kissed the warm soft coffee coloured skin drinking in the bitter sweet cocoa 


aroma together with the salty taste of the sweat. 


Slash loved his kisses but knowing that they probably wouldn't have much more time of love and touch games, 
he decided to proceed to the conclusive point. 


Pressing the bassist's tummy into the coffee table he put two fingers inside the blonde's ass. Hissing with 
pleasure and a slight amount of pain Duff leaned his hands on the table and arched his back raising up his ass 


to make the access easier. 


Sensing the sweet tension of Duff's body, the dark skinned man decided to play it a bit more rough and hard 
than gentle. Withdrawing his fingers he got straight to thrusting his cock deep inside Duff's body. This was the 
point Duff loved the most. The moment when all else in the world would lose its meaning, with the slight pain 
and explosion of utter unimaginable satisfaction from his lover's thrusts and the feel of him in his body gave 
to Duff. Not that he was someone you could call masochist but there was no other way to experience this 


pleasure without the pain so he was willing to accept it as a part of the deal. 


He closed his eyes Totally lost in the moment. The perfect moment when Slash was inside him, slowly finding 
his rhythm in and out, in and out in a hypnotising shooting repeat. Just for this little moment, time seemed to 
have stopped for the two happy lovers lost in their private world for two. Just for that time the two bodies 
seemed to become as one entwined into each other, and the two souls joined as one complete and perfect 
being, brown skin over milky white, looking like they are getting mixed together. Like a coffee latte, thought 
Duff with a smile on his lips. 


Then the rush of the blood came with a force and with the cry of pleasure and release of Slash's erection, 
also came the sound and the sight of the world surrounding them. The two lovers lay exhausted and content 
next to each other trying to catch and even the pace of their rasped breathing. There was no need for words 
to say how good it was, no need to reassure each other that they loved it, not a whispered | love you, just 


the peaceful and satisfying rest and the reassurance of the warm body of the other lying next to them. 


Love 


"Tell me who you love and I'll tell you who you are." 
Whatever guilt Gilby had about filming his friends disappeared in minutes. It wasn't the most correct thing to 
do, watching his friends fucking but it sure was one of the most interesting things he had done. And if he had 


to be literal, it wasn't really him who was doing the filming, it was Tommy. 


Speaking of whom, at the moment didn't seem to have been doing a very good job. The hand holding the camera 
was violently shaking with the sexual desire building inside of him. His other hand was rapidly unzipping his jeans 
and exposing in plain view how aroused he had become. Smirking wickedly, he put his hand inside his pants 
stroking his arousal slowly and suggestively, not averting his gaze from Gilby's face knowing what this would 


eventually do to Gilby's mind. 


It wasn't easy for the dark haired guitarist to contain his own needs but he tried to look nonchalant anyway. 
His unease however, increased with the ever quickening of the rhythm of Tommy's hand stroking his cock. 
Feeling the heat building up in his body Gilby tried to avert his gaze back to watching the couple down below. 
But as luck would have it, his band mates were on the climax of their moment, which did not help matters at 
all. Even worse was hearing Tommy's moaning with barely contained pleasure. No, scratch that, it wasn't 


moaning it was meowing - almost next to his ear, and with the smell of sweat and desire in this tiny space. 


Finally giving up before he got mad he turned his head back to Tommy, "You are not doing a very good job of 
recording with your hand shaking like that. What do you say you go back to recording and leave the hard work 


of trying to send you to heaven, to me?" 


If the wicked grin on Tommy's face could have gone any wider it would split his face in two. Letting his hand 
drop to his side he beckoned Gilby nearer: "Sounds like a deal to me". 


Getting to his knees, Gilby smiled at his ex-lover, one hand gently pushing his pants further down while his 
other hand never leaves the drummer's face. Tracing the lines of his eyes, further down caressing his cheek 
bones, his soft lips, letting the pants to slip down to the floor around Tommy's ankles, he took his cock into his 
mouth cupping the balls with his now free hand. Gilby could feel the muscles on Tommy's thighs flex with the 
effort to contain the excitement and not give in too soon. Taking his lover deep in his mouth Gilby could feel a 
purr rising up inside his throat. The tip of his tongue touching the head of the hardening cock slowly sneaking 
its way around the rising inhaling breath, he started his love play with Tommy's need. 


Tommy's hand made its way down Gilby's back to cup his ass squeezing and playing as if it was working on 
dough. The gentle purr escaping the other's throat make him answer with a moan of his own. The feeling of 
Gilby's lips and the warmth of his breath made the Crue drummer see stars and lose all the feelings for the 
outside world but the touch of his ex-lover. 


Recording of the sex downstairs completely forgotten, he left the camera on the desk. Tommy slid his now 


free hand down the small of Gilby's back. Tracking the line between the cheeks of his ass with one finger, he 


could feel the hot and clammy skin of his love's body scent so sweet and desirable. He put a series of soft 
kisses on the other man's neck inhaling the sweet scent that had haunted his dreams and waking hours for 
years after their separation He had always loved the slightly sweet-slightly bitter aroma of Gilby's skin that 
even a perfume couldn't cover completely. Oh how he loved it and how many hours had he spend lying awake in 
his bed wishing that the ghostly scent wasn't only his imagination or desire imprinted so deep in his memory 
and around the house they once shared. 


Tommy mentally shook himself off. No time for brooding now, his dreams were becoming reality. The man he 


loved was currently on his knees sucking his cock. And, oh, what an amazing job he was doing, just as Tommy 


had remembered it. Nothing had changed a bit. 


He sucked on Gilby's earlobe receiving a shiver and a moan from him in response. Tommy's finger slide a bit 
further between the guitarists cheeks circling just about outside of his hole feeling the tightening muscles. It 
surprised Tommy that his ex-lover was so tense and the reflex reaction of his muscles after him entering 
inside with his finger, portrayed unease. Was Gilby scared that the drummer would hurt and leave him again? 
He thought he better try to relax him then. With this decision made, Tommy started to play with his nipples. 
Pressing them between the thumb and his forefinger, feeling the little pink cups of skin harden and stand to 
attention. Smiling against the skin of Gilby's neck he slid his kisses down the other man's body to his chest 
licking and kissing the now hard nipples capturing them inside his mouth, holding them with his teeth. He could 
feel his erection ready to explode inside Gilby's mouth. 


No, no, no too soon, too soon. He thought looking at Gilby and shaking his head. 
"No! Wait! Please, Gilby, wait!" 


Understanding what his lover asked from him, Gilby pulled his mouth free and lifted himself off the floor 
ready to welcome Tommy inside him. Less frantic now, Tommy tried to not think of how often Gilby had to 


have been doing this with others, to know exactly what his lover wanted from him. 


He pulled Gilby to sit on his lap feeling the arousal of the man against his stomach. Never breaking the 
physical contact of his lips with the other's skin Tommy slid his finger against his navel tracking the curves 
around his abdomen down to the small curve between his stomach and his tights cupping Gilby's balls in his 


hand. He felt the hitched breath that escaped Gilby’s lips and smiled knowingly, now his lover was ready. 

He couldn't keep his cool any longer. Feeling Tommy's hands roaming around on his body and his hard cock 
poking him just mere inches off the hole. He needed his lover inside him right now. Really what was Tommy 
playing at? Torturing him like this. Sweet torture mind you. Still.Abandoning any pretence of cool, he let his 
shaking breath out of his lips, his voice raspy as he begged: 


"Please Tommy" 


"Please what?" Tommy was smiling at him faking innocence. 


"Please fuck me now. Please." 
He felt Tommy adjust his cock against his entrance before pausing for a moment and looking at him: 
"Are you sure this is what you really want?" 


"Yes! You fucking minx, just do it" he almost shouted with impatience and desire. 
Lifting himself up to give Tommy better access to his entrance and then lowering himself down on to him and 
starting to dictate the rhythm. His breath hitched in his throat with the momentary pain that followed 


Tommy's cock entering inside of him. 


The pain soon forgotten in the favour of the pleasure exploding inside his body, and with every motion of their 
joined bodies, and the feel of Tommy's cock burrowing itself deeper and deeper touching his spot of pleasure, 
Gilby could feel the climax rising inside of him, filling every cell of him, overwhelming all his thoughts and 
senses. A feeling so intense, so frighteningly strong and burning that he felt an explosion inside his mind and 
body. He was going to burn and he knew it but he didn't care. Not now, when the love of his life was filling him. 
Not ever. He let a cry escape his lungs or was it Tommy who cried out? It probably was them both climaxing 
in the same time as he felt the warmth of Tommy's seed spreading itself inside him, the proof of his own 


orgasm covering his stomach. 


But he kept the rhythm going a little while longer not wanting to lose the connection with Tommy's body quite 
yet. 


Tommy thrusted with grunting sounds of exhaustion and utter pleasure. Finally giving into the tiredness they 
slid from the chair and slumped on the floor half asleep, but more content than they had been in a long time. 


Tommy didn't hug him close, he never did, and he didn't snuggle against the drummer's body there was no 
point. They would just lie there until they find the strength to get up. No kisses exchanged, no hoping, just the 
knowledge that the other one needed him. But that was ok. He didn't mind. After all it was better than nothing. 
Standing up unsteady on his still shaking legs, Tommy looked down on Gilby smiling gently. 


"Well that was something | had forgotten about you. But | think we should get dressed and go greet our 


friends. | see Richie and Sebastian had joined our little movie." 


On the mention of Richie, Gilby's heart sank He knew Tommy still hadn't gotten over Richie and he knew given 
his little joke, Tommy would make the most of it whether Gilby liked it or not. 


"You go. I'll just make myself a coffee and try to catch my breath." The guitarist said shaking his head. It was 
no use of trying to talk Tommy out this. 


‘Ok, suit yourself. I'm going down. | will be coming back to you soon so keep this in mind” 


If Tommy suspected what this situation did to Gilby, he didn't show it. 


After watching Tommy go down the stairs and into the main area of the garage, Gilby went to the coffee 


machine not really thinking, just working on autopilot. 


Exiting the sound room unnoticed, Tommy spotted Richie in one of the corners of the big hall tuning his guitar 


while Sebastian was talking to Duff and Slash on the other side. 

Smirking to himself he crept behind Richie sliding a hand under his shirt, startling the guitarist half to death. 
"Ssh..let's play a game, yeah?" 

Hearing Tommy whisper in his ear made Richie's body shiver, not only with unpleasant emotions. 

"Yeah and what might that game be?" Asked Richie amused knowing his ex-lover very well. 

"The game is called, how quiet can Richie be?" said Tommy, moving his hand up Richie's chest to play with his 
sensitive nipples, making the one he was currently holding between his fingers spank to life almost immediately 


and blowing a little breath into Richie's ear he savoured the moment. 


"Oh, how | did | not guess this earlier knowing you?" commented Richie, faking annoyance, while the reaction of 


his body betrayed his real feelings. 

‘Oh feisty, are we?" whispered the drummer not ever stopping his hands from playing with Richie's body. 

"As if you don't already know this." smiled Richie leaning into Tommy's touch. 

"And you know | like it" breathed Tommy while kissing his ex-lovers neck. 

‘Oh, that's the right answer. You know how to flatter a guy!" shivered Richie itching to touch Tommy back but 
knowing better than to not play Tommy's game. Knowing that if he wanted this to get to the desired end he 
would have to keep the game to Tommy's rules - for now.. 


"Now shut up or you'll lose the game." Tommy smirked. 


He slid his hand down Richie spine caressing his belly, the other hand down his back, one finger tracing the 
curve of his back, causing a light whimper to escape the Richie's lips. 


"Ssh.." he breathed against Richie's skin, making him quiver ever more eager. Tommy looked over Richie's 
shoulder toward the other musicians in the place, but no one had spared them a second glance. Oh how he 
loved this game. He wondered if he could fuck Richie right here without him making a sound and with others 


being none the wiser to what was happening. 


Tommy slid his hands even further down, brushing his navel with a warm finger and feeling the shivers his 
touch was causing in Richie. His body was warming up and he could feel Richie's need building slightly inside but 
not a sound had left Richie's lips after the first surprised whimper. 


Biting lightly on Richie's shoulder, he felt him shiver even more as he felt own erection starting to demand 
attention. 


Suppressing his own needs, he wasn't as selfish as some people might think. It was all about Richie now. He 
slowly put his hand behind the guitar unbuttoning Richie's jeans, with the other hand he cupped one cheek of 
Richie's ass squeezing it and caressing with his finger the end of his back and the beginning of the hole. This 


time a not so quiet moan escaped Richie's lips. 
"Now, now don't do this..Be quiet remember?" Tommy whispered tauntingly into the guitarists ear. 
Gritting his teeth Richie forced his moan back down his throat: 


"Now that's better. Good boy." Taking away his hand from Richie's ass, he unzipped his jeans sliding his hand in 


to cup Richie's balls in one palm, the other hand wandering over Richie's backside. 


Taking his cock he touched the head lightly with his fingers, brushing around tauntingly, slowly, with his other 
hand ready to enter into Richie's ass. Taking the cock in his hand he started pumping in a steady rhythm 
making Richie arch and moan lightly. Putting one of the fingers of his other hand into the hole of Richie's ass 
he started to rotate them brushing the walls of his anus. Unable to keep quiet anymore Richie yelped. 


"No, no lets not do this now. You don't want to lose the game now do you?" said Tommy licking Richie's earlobe 


which was not helping him cool down or stay quiet at all 


Still keeping the rhythm on Richie's cock, he removed the fingers from inside Richie's ass and receiving a 


disappointed moan from his partner, he unzipped his own leather trousers. 


Trying to suppress his disappointment from feeling empty after this oh so sweet fullness of feeling Tommy's 
fingers inside him, it was difficult to hold his erection for long especially with Tommy's hand working so 
expertly on it. But he was determined to last and enjoy the game as long as he could before Tommy gave in to 
the desire to actually fuck him. He felt Tommy kneeling down pulling his pants a bit further down while still 


being covered from his guitar. 


Tommy slid down blowing on the bare skin between Richie's balls and his butt cheeks causing Richie to whimper 
with impatience again. 


"You bastard" Richie cried quietly-"Are you trying to kill me?" 


‘Oh yes, but you love it" Was the bold answer from Tommy, "besides what a way to go eh?" 


Deciding he had taunted his ex- lover long enough, Tommy increased the pumping rhythm on Richie's cock 
while entering him with one swift motion. 


Hissing in pain Richie flexed his hips to invite Tommy to continue the sweet and oh so familiar act. Finding his 
way easily enough on a territory all too familiar, he grunted against the other's wet skin with every push, 
slamming against the guitarists body quicker and quicker with every push inside his occasional lover. 
Repeatedly hitting his prostate, he felt the urge to give in, but he wouldn't, he would keep going, slowing the 
pace so he can last longer and concentrating on working on Richie's cock so Richie would come to his climax 


first. 


"Come on sweetheart. | know you want it Too, come for me love. Go on come for me." Tommy was whispering 


into Richie's ear. 


Unable to keep quiet anymore Richie let the guitar hang limply on his shoulders and cried Tommy's name as he 


was reaching his first climax. 


Smiling with contentment, Tommy increased his rhythm once again determined to make him reach orgasm at 
least one more time, not caring that now all the gazes were upon the couple making love. 

Finally reaching the end together they stayed entangled in each other for a little longer. Then Tommy pulled 
out of Richie and started to adjust his clothing, but one of Richie's hands stopped him. 


Taking Tommy's cock into his hand Richie smiled saying, "Oh no, don't be so quick Lets play a game called how 


quiet can Tommy be?" 
Tommy opened his mouth trying to utter some protest. 


‘Oh, no, we won't have any of that. You don't want to lose the game now do you?" Richie winked to him. His 


words had turned against him. 


Watching the two men make love Sebastian thought of how much he envied them. He had never been loved like 
this. Oh yes, he had had quite a few lovers in his life, some leaving him, some he left behind, but he have 
never experienced the love like in movies. Never had he loved or been loved with such Hollywood passion. You 
know all the devotion and tragic love. Not that the two currently making love in front of him were devoted to 


each other that much, but boy did they have passion. 


He wished he at least had the passion of these two, if only for the fucking or the two next to him who 
currently were looking at each other's eyes as if nothing else in the world existed but the other man. Still it 


was never too late. He felt Duff elbow him in the side and he turned around: 


"You think we should go and say hi to the love birds over there?" Duff smiled next to him. 


Leaving his coffee on the desk, Gilby looked down on the hall searching for Tommy. He found him playing with 


Richie, probably not sparing a thought about him waiting up here. He knew he shouldn't have given in on the 
desire and the physical need. This whole situation was going out of control with accelerating speed, and Gilby 
hated when anything was out of his control. This was going to end with even more pain than what it had 


already caused. And he knew it. 


Still he couldn't do anything but stand by and watch. And yet watching this was driving him crazy. He wondered 
why he was doing this to himself. He had a wife now and a new band, a new life without Tommy, yet he still 
insisted on inflicting this pain on himself. 


He smiled thinking of what Duff would say to him now. Axl's therapist would have a fucking field day. Shaking 
his head, he averted his gaze to find his cigarettes needing to smoke. He shouldn't have stayed here alone. Oh 


well Gilby thought, it's a bit too late for that now. Tommy was already getting action with Richie and there 
wasn't anything he could do to stop it. Oh how he needed a friendly voice right now. 


what was he supposed to say anyway? ‘Hi Nikki sorry | needed to call you but your boyfriend is currently 
fucking my ex-boyfriend’..[t wouldn't do anyway. It wasn't like Richie hadn't cheated before, but it seemed as if, 


the only one who didn't see it was Nikki. He either was this oblivious or too much of a gentleman 


Sighing, he took his coffee, taking a sip just to spit it out. The coffee had gone cold. How much time had passed 
while he was sitting here watching? Had he lost all sense of time along with his grip on reality? 


Losing his nerve, when hearing Richie's cries of pleasure, he accidentally knocked his mug off, spilling the coffee 
on the floor around the desk, the drops, slowly making a small dark pool on the floor. 


"Fuck." Gilby exclaimed taking a few hankies and trying to dry the coffee from the desk..It wasn't really 


working but it kept him busy and also kept his concentration on something else. 
Dip, dip, dip 


As he wiped it, he looked down at the coffee stain, slowly following the drops with his eyes, on their journey 
down to the floor, falling one by one making the pool bigger. 


Dip, dip, dip... 
It was hypnotising. 
Dip, dip, dip... 


Transfixed, watching the drops, as if every drop was his lifeline. He wondered what he was going to do when 


the coffee was finished. 


Gilby shook his head bringing him back to his senses. 


"You're going to clean it of course, what else? You are driving yourself round the bend mate." He whispered to 
himself. 


Yeah! Going to clean it, it would not do for Tommy to come back up to see this mess, and him nuts with it. 


Scars 


After what seemed like hours, the police car finally pulled to a stop on the parking lot of the Police Station, 
allowing Izzy and Nikki to get out and stretch their legs before being escorted to the clerk's desk by the two 
officers. After leaving their names and details for the record, they were marched to the cell and left to 
discuss who to call to bail them out, using the one phone call they were allowed for the night. 


"You think we should call someone to bail us out, or should we just stay here for the [2 hours and then go 


back to the hotel?" Nikki asked with a sigh. 


"Dunno.." Izzy shrugged. "We won't be on time for the rehearsal anyway and I'm not particularly looking 


forward to explaining to Axl why we needed bailing out. " 


"Yeah..." Nikki breathed out. "About Axl, what are you going to say to him now that you are not going to be in 
the hotel room tonight?" 


"What about Richie?" Izzy countered the question with a question on his own 
Nikki stiffened slightly almost unnoticeable, but then relaxed and answered: 


"Oh, Richie is easy; he probably won't even notice l'm gone." 


A surprised Izzy lifted his head into look at Nikki's eyes. He tried to make it sound lighter and dismiss it as 


something unimportant, but Izzy could see the flicker of pain clouding his eyes. 

Taking his gaze away Nikki asked.. "But you must be scared? We all know Axl" 

"Terrified." Izzy shook his head trying to laugh it off. 

Sighing, he slid a bit further down onto the bench and rested his head on Nikki's shoulder. 


"You know for someone who insists that he is not my boyfriend, you are extremely cuddly today." Nikki 


beamed down on Izzy. 

‘Oh, really, you are the one currently holding me. Beside I'm still cold and wet and you are warm and comfy" 
Izzy tried to suppress a yawn. "What is your excuse for being so cuddly after saying you don't go for skinny 
streaks." 

"Well you are way too beautiful for a man even if you are skinny so | can't help it" Nikki winked at him. 


"Geez thanks..." 


"You know I've been thinking.." trailed off Izzy 


"Don't strain yourself you are going to get hurt." Nikki cut in giggling. 


"Oi, watch it!" Izzy whacked him on the arm." As | said, I've been thinking... l'm scared of changes you know. | 
think most of us are scared of change, because there is no way to know if the change will be for better or 
for worse. Truthfully, most of them are neither. They are just changes, something different. Not better or 
worse, just different. But we still are scared, terrified even. It's in our human nature not to trust what is 
different. But we all need change, or else we will never move, and that's worse than death, living in a constant 
dead end situation. | think | need a change, and | think you need it too. Because you see l'm scared, terrified of 
Axl, but | need to move on and get out, and you know, you need to get out too. You can't keep this up with 
Richie, not this way. So you either change the situation with him or just get the hell out. " 


Izzy was on a roll, hardly stopping to get a breath because he knew that if he stopped now he might never get 
the courage to start again and say it out loud. 


"Wow, man, since when did you start talk so much and get so deep? Don't you need to take a breath?" Nikki 
was smiling trying to hide the discomfort Izzy's words were causing him becouse of the amount of truth in 


them. 


"Nikki, for once | am serious".. came the tired and dejected voice of Izzy muffled by Nikki's shirt. He could feel 


the drowsiness of sleep engulfing him but he wanted to let it out now or he risked keeping quiet later. 


"What | meant was that l'm ready to make the change, however difficult it might be. And it will be difficult, it 
will be bumpy, we might fall a couple of times, but if you are willing to take the chance and make the changes 


with me we can try to make it work" 

He finished and lifted himself from Nikki's embrace to look at his face for any sign what effect his words were 
having on Nikki. God it was hard but he got it out, finally, and he felt good and yet at the same time it was 
scary. What would Nikki think? Will he laugh at him and his stupidity, or will he pretend that he didn't get the 


meaning of his words? Will they make an impact on the bassist? 


To say Nikki was the less than surprised from Izzy's words was an understatement, still somehow shocked, he 


looked down at Izzy's eyes shining with hope and fright and he gave him a small smile. 

‘Oh man.Maybe we can try, still | love Richie. He maybe a cheater but he doesn't do it for lack of love.." He 
breathed out feeling the other's body relax tiredly in his arms. Looking down he saw Izzy's eyelids flutter 
closed and wondered if the brunette had heard even a part of what he just said. 

"Heyl" he whispered 


"Uumm?" 


"You think you can stay awake just for a little while? We haven't decided who to call yet 


"Uumm..." Izzy said yawning. "Don't wanna move or call anyone. | feel to comfy where l'm right now." 
"Okay..." smiled Nikki down at him and closing his eyes too. 


Tomorrow will be one hell of a hard day trying to reason with Axl and maybe think of leaving Richie. Neither 
of them looked forward to it, but it would be tomorrow, this was now and he wanted to make the most of it 


simply having Izzy sound asleep in his arms. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Richie was ready to start his play with Tommy when Sebastian approached them almost in the moment right 


before Richie started to suck on the drummers cock. 


"Hi, love birds! Did you have a bit of a time to include us too? You know it's kinda rude to leave your friends 


out of the fun" 


Startled, Richie pulled away from Tommy, instantly covering him with his body and making an involuntary 
squeaky sound. 


"I| was just going to go upstairs to get myself some coffee.." He stammered getting redder with every 
pausing second. Hastily putting his guitar down, he dashed up the stairs to the sound check room where the 
coffee machine was. He didn't really want a coffee; it was just the first escape plan that came to his mind. He 
knew all too well that this excuse didn't fool anyone but he was determined to carry on with it and hide in the 
other room for the time being. Only thing was, he wasn't expecting Gilby to be there. 


But once he saw Gilby, however unexpected, the evil glare the other guitarist was throwing him was perfectly 


expected and understandable. 


‘Oh great, welcome to the triangle of Hell thought Richie. Still, he thought, maybe we can turn the situation to 
our side and pay back Tommy's for his games. Beside Gilby was very hot anyway. And Richie desperately 
wanted to feel needed and he could see that Gilby was feeling something very similar. Richie thought, maybe 
they have a bond, some strange bond that connected them through the pain of feeling like a play thing at 


times when the Crue drummer was around. 

Suddenly, his decision made, he approached Gilby boldly. Some strange passion mixed with a bit of pain and 
venomous feeling of disappointment clouded his rational mind and he grabbed Gilby turning him around and 
starting to place forceful, kisses over all the bare skin he could find. 


"Wait..wait.." Gilby pushed him holding Richie at arms length "What the hell do you think you are doing?" 


‘| need you, | really need you.." chanted Richie almost like in mantra. 


"Oh no, no, no..you don't need me. You need Nikki" Gilby tried to reason with Richie. It was almost like he was 


possessed by some unknown force. 


"No! | need YOU" Richie wasn't going to give up. Pressing against Gilby and thrusting his hips suggestively 
rubbing against Gilby's thighs. 


"But, what about Nikki, he loves you" 


| hate him. | loathe him and his so gentle love and care. | despise the way he walks around me as if on egg 
shells, as if he thinks I'll break | hate the look of concern he gives me every time we enter a place with 
alcohol, or when | fall down. | loathe his pity." Richie spat out, while never for moment stopping trying to 
seduce Gilby. "Don't you see? | want you. | want to feel needed not pitied” 


Gilby's resistance to Richie's advances and touch started to crumble slowly. With every movement and every 
kiss from Richie the wall was coming down little by little. It was nice to have the chance to make Tommy feel 
what he had felt knowing Tommy's feeling towards Richie. It was also nice to feel needed and to know that 


someone needed him to be their anchor not just their toy. 


Yes he knew that a relationship between friends was not the cleverest thing, especially if the ones being 
cheated on were friends too. He knew it shouldn't happen but just for this once he really didn't care. Maybe, 
just this once, he could stop being the level headed and sensible one. The one who was always doing what is 


right. Maybe this time he could just give in to the temptation 


Still Nikki was his friend. Could he do this to him? Would Nikki even know? It's not like Richie was an angel; he 
cheated on Nikki on more than one occasion. The most frap pant just moments ago with his best friend. If they 
thought that no one had noticed until now they were wrong. Gilby had seen it. Richie and Tommy could hide 
from the others but not from the observant Gilby. He could see it in the way they held themselves around 
each other, the way they touched, the way they didn't touch. He wondered if Nikki knew. Was he so oblivious 


or was he ever the gentleman, the better person, always able to understand and forgive? 


Lost for a moment in his thoughts he hadn't noticed when Richie had straddled him and opened his pants. He 
reached a hand to cup his cheek and planted a tentative kiss on Richie's lips, biting lightly on the bottom one. 
He took him by his arms turning him around taking his jeans down. Yes he was going to give Richie what he 
wanted but they had to be quick for now. Maybe later they could do it with more care. 


Richie smiled a slightly knowing smile that Gilby had made up his mind as he bent him over the desk. Grabbing 
the edge of the desk for support he flexed his hips, lifting his back to show Gilby that he was ready for him 
to enter without the need to fool around with pointless foreplay when, at any moment someone can walk on 


them and ruin it all. 


Taking the meaning of the signal from Richie's body, Gilby placed his hands on both sides of Richie to steady 
himself and without much of a hesitation pushed inside grunting with the effort to find the perfect rhythm in 


this so unfamiliar territory. 


Crying out in pain Richie jerked a bit lifting a little more from the desk to arch his back pushing further 
around Gilby's cock. 


"Oh fuck’ 
"Sorry" breathed Gilby in his ear. "Did | hurt you? Do you want me to stop?" 
"No" Richie hissed between gritted teeth. "Don't stop! I'll adjust to you soon" 


Soon enough they found the rhythm that ensured pleasure for them both. By the time Gilby's erection started 
to build up, Richie was starting to cry more and more in pleasure than in pain. Increasing the speed and the 
force, Gilby started to hit on Richie's prostate with almost every push. Slamming hard with a loud grunt, he 
felt his sperm explode inside Richie. With a few final slower thrusts he pulled out. The only problem was he 
came but the other guitarist still hadn't reached climax. He turned Richie around and took him into his month. 
Gilby caressed his balls with one of his hands while sucking with all his might, putting all his blow job skills in 


to one goal, to make Richie come. 


Richie knew it wasn't much. It was quick, almost brutal but he liked it. It wasn't making love; it was fucking but 
that was what turned him on and made him finally come spreading his sperm all over Gilby's throat. He could 


do this again. And who knows with time it could even turn in actually making love. 


Scars part 2 (the next day) 


Gilby had promise himself that what happened in the rehearsal garage was going to be a one off thing and 
that he was not going to start an affair with Richie. It wasn't fair to him and he knew he didn't love Richie. He 
acted on pure lust and vengeance, he was just doing it out of a need for something different, he knew it wasn't 
fair to his wife, and not least of all it wasn't fair to Nikki. Gilby's mind was going numb with all these thoughts 
that he had been unable to stop for the last few hours. 


Yes he had promised himself a lot of things, but here he was, in his hotel room, less than a day later, after 
he had sex with Richie, waiting for that very man to arrive. 

Lying on the bed Gilby held his watch staring at the numbers blankly. Richie was late by IO minutes; IO 
minutes 3 seconds; IO minutes and 4 seconds. He shook his head..for fuck sake he was doing it again..zoning off 
insanely fixed on one point. Il minutes and 5 seconds. Was Richie even going to come? Maybe it would be better 
if he didn't. Then it will be easier to not make the same mistake second time. He decided the moment Richie 


entered the room he would tell him that they have to stop this. Yeah that's right and he was ready to do it. 
13 minutes 20 seconds. 


There was a knock on the door. Slowly Gilby got up from his bed and opened it. And there was Richie with his 
brilliant smile and beautiful dark eyes. All the thoughts of sending Richie packing flew out of the window the 


moment he looked at Richie's eyes. 


He took Richie's hand and led him to the bed. Looking down at the Jovi guitarist he took his time to study the 
beautiful sight in front of him. 


Richie was sitting there patiently, looking in turn at Gilby with careful interest. 

"Do you like what you are seeing?" Richie smiled finally breaking the silence. 

"Very much" answered Gilby, pushing the other lightly to lay him on the bed. 

Gilby started placing hesitant kisses around Richie's face, progressively making them more and more bold, 
finally claiming Richie's lips firmly with his own, parting them with his tongue and exploring inside Richie's 
mouth. 

Now finally having all the time they want, he was going to make this slow and remarkable. 

Gilby traced his finger along Richie's collarbone, down his chest then up again to his shoulder getting familiar 
with this feel of Richie's skin, exploring his body inch by inch. It felt so very good. Richie's soft, warm skin just 
begged to be touched and caressed all over. Soon enough he was starting to feel that their clothes were 


frustratingly in the way. He needed to feel Richie's skin without the barrier that the clothes were creating. He 
could feel Richie getting hard through the two pair of jeans between him and Richie's need. Getting impatient, 


Richie started fumbling with his and Gilby's zips and buttons, struggling to get them out of these annoying and 
pointless clothes. 


"Ssh.." breathed Gilby between kisses. "Let me do it. | want it to be very slow and gentle this time." 


The only response he got was Richie's loud moan of pleasure. He was starting to flex against Gilby begging for 


him to do something more than just kisses; however good his kisses actually were. 


Finally, after the long time that Gilby had spent solely with kissing and exploring him with his touch, and after 
Richie's moans, shivers and silently begging for more, Gilby started to slowly remove the offensive clothing to 
get it out of the way. Starting with the shirts he removed first his and then Richie's taking the time to just 
stay there and watch his body. He stared at the sight in front of him for first time and taking the time to 
really look at and take in, the beautiful man currently lying on his bed. Oh and what a sight it was... 


He slowly lowered his body down onto Richie's and deepening his tongue into one more kiss before removing the 
jeans and the pants. He looked down on the now completely naked man in front of him with eyes full of 
appreciation for his beauty and lustful desire. 


The look, with the sparks in Gilby's eyes, sent an excited shiver through Richie's body and made him pull the 


other man down onto him. 


If you don't start now I'll be at the climax while you are still just watching." He whispered in Gilby's ear 
blowing a whisper of hot breath in it. 


Richie decided that if Gilby was not going to move soon he would take the matter in to his own hands. Richie 
took Gilby's cock in his hand, brushing his fingers slightly on the tip of it that sent the Guns guitarist into 
waves of lightning like shivers and unintelligible moans escaping his tightening throat. Richie was mercilessly 
stroking his arousing cock without sight of increasing the rhythm any time soon All the while he was tracing 
along Richie's body with his lips making his way down to Richie's cock and taking it in his mouth releasing Richie 
of the need to beg for action. Sucking rhythmically on it he felt the other guitarist start pumping on his a bit 
harder. Surprisingly for Richie, Gilby's actions awoke in him something more than a physical need and lust. 
Could he actually learn to love his man? The sex sure was good and different than it was with Nikki - which 
over the time they had been together had become very routine, but was this enough? 


He felt the burning sensation in the pit of his stomach with the feeling of his cock going into overload and 
causing black spots to explode in his vision He cried out with the release of his load and clinging to Gilby 
utterly spent. 

"| love the face you pull when you are climaxing" Whispered Gilby. 


"Yeah, but you have made me come before you have even entered Me." sighed Richie, a little disappointed. 


"There is plenty of time to do it again. You don't think you are getting out with just one orgasm do you?" 


That said, Gilby pressed one leg between Richie's thighs suggestively moving in a rhythm as if he was pushing 
inside him but teasing, only just touching his entrance with the tip of his rapidly hardening cock. 


"What the hell are you waiting for?" groaned Richie with barely contained urgency. 


"You haven't started begging yet." Smirked Gilby in response, while pressed against Richie's wet skin. He wanted 
to make Richie beg but hearing him squeak with the effort to stand his ground made him unable to wait much 
longer. He grabbed Richie by his middle and turned him around pressing him hard into the mattress, entering 
him straight away. It wasn't as if he was going to scare the other or drive him away by being forceful, they 
have been way more forceful the day before. Nevertheless he was trying to be as gentle as he could, finding 
his rhythm through slowing and fastening it with every move in and out he reached the perfect one feeling at 


home inside Richie not wanting to ever pull away. 


He knew this time they just had to reach the climax together. With this thought he started to pump on 
Richie's cock with one free hand. Feeling how near to second orgasm Richie was, made it impossible for him to 
hold on much longer. Giving in to the need, he pushed a few more times and then slipped, lying still on top of 
the hot, sweet body for a while without pulling out, exhausted but content. This time they came together. 
After a moment to get their breath back on track, Richie was the first to move placing a kiss on Gilby's 
temple he stood up and started to dress. 


"We should stop here while this hasn't become something that we can't stop without getting hurt" said Gilby 
quietly with regret. 


"Why?" 


"Because I'm married and you are with Nikki" sighed Gilby. "We should stop now before it becomes too late. 
What did you say to Nikki when you left to come here anyway?" 


"Oh because now is not too late is it? So | was just fancy shag? Thanks and bye. 


Huh? He wasn't in the room the whole night." said Richie setting his features to a blank making it impossible to 
Gilby to read his emotions on the matter. "Please I'll come tomorrow again to see if you had changed your 


mind." 


With this said and a wink Richie left the room. 


Going back to the hotel room to find it empty, Axl was beyond disappointed, he was angry. If Izzy wasn't in the 
rehearsal place (and he had checked there too), or here then where the hell was he, and why hadn't he called? 
All kind of scenarios had run through Axl's head. Was his lover, in the bed of someone else or in another hotel 


trying to run away from him or even drunk somewhere picking up some whore? 


Not surprisingly there was no scenario in his mind were his lover might be in trouble. It was not that he didn't 


care about him it was just that he was way too jealous to care about anything else. 


Discarding his coat on the chair not sparing it a second thought, he went to the bathroom for his tranquilizer 
pills he reached to his reflection in the mirror. Was this stranger with hard and angry settled features really 
him? He could hardly find the fun loving boy in this reflection anymore. Was Izzy able to recognise him, or 
could this why he tried to run? It wasn't a drastic physical change-the green eyes were the same if a bit 
off-ish, the red hair and the hardened features were all unchanged in general, but he felt like a lodger 
(unwanted lodger) in his own body. 

So he took the easier escape route from the anger he felt towards himself and directed it at Izzy. 


NUNN NNNN NNN 


Carefully opening the door, he tried to do it as silently as he could, hoping against hope that he would avoid 
Axl's wrath. Creeping silently, he surveyed the room not failing to notice with a sinking heart, the jacket 
thrown carelessly on to the chair. So Axl was in already. Bracing himself for what was expecting him ahead, he 


made his way to the bathroom door peaking cautiously inside. 


"Hi" Izzy murmured quietly barely audible to the other man who was turned with his back to him. Sharply 
turning around, Axl fixed the guitarist with fiery glare. 


"Where have you been?" he hissed in annoyance’. 


Eyes widening the other man tried to back away tensing like a caged animal preparing for the fight or flight. 
Not that he ever fled or fought, he just took what was to come as silently as he could manage. Today wasn't 
any different. Axl took him by the upper arms holding so tightly that Izzy could feel the bruises beginning to 


form on his soft and delicate skin. 


"| was trying to find you, even rang your phone, but it was switched off. So tell me where you have been 


Fucking some whore in a back alley were you? SPEAK TO ME!" Axl shouted the last of his rant. 


Too scared unable to form a word Izzy just stared unblinking, pleading to be spared the pain this time. Please 
just this time: 


He had seen it too late not having time to duck he felt the connection of Axl's fist on his jaw the impact 
knocking him off his feet and sending him crashing onto the bath tub and sending an explosion of black and 
white spots behind his eyes. 


The place of the impact sending sparks of pain through his jaw and all the way to his skull, bruises starting to 


form on his face, crimson blood ran from his nose and lips staining the perfect porcelain white of his skin 


Axl stood there a bit back admiring his beautiful lover and by God he was beautiful. His skin was white almost 


like a surface of a porcelain doll. It was almost unbelievable that his delicate body didn't break on impact. 


He grabbed handful of hair hauling the guitarist up to his feet and pushing him out of the bathroom towards 
the bed. 


Crying out silently not daring to make sound least he infuriates Axl's even further. His face was throbbing, his 
head was hurting and his lips were stinging. He could feel already bruises forming all over his arms, and 


wondered in what state he will be tomorrow and how he was going to avoid the awkward question of the other 


guys. 


Pressing the delicate body of the brunette into the bed, he had his face in his hand almost gently and lovingly, 
he whispered into his ear. "Tell me where you have been" The quiet tone of his voice made it sound all the 


more menacing to Izzy. 
Swallowing down the tears, trying to overcome the pain he spoke "I've been with Nikki in the police station. But 
we didn't do anything | swear." Izzy hurried to assure Axl before he got violent again. His voice sounded hoarse 


coming from his dry throat. 


Throwing their clothes away and slamming into the brunette's body, Axl was without a care for whether he 


was inflicting pain on his partner. 
"But you are here now, aren't you? And you are not going anywhere; because | love you don't you see?" 


Izzy let the silent tears go down his cheeks without answering him. Axl took this as some sort of agreement 


starting to thrust inside him harder with loud grunts, causing involuntary moans to escape his lips. 

It wasn't fair, it made him feel worthless and it made him hate himself and yet he loved the pleasure the 
redhead's thrusts caused to spread through his body, sending shivers of anticipation. But maybe that's 
because he don't know better. He didn't have much experience beside Axl, and it was hard to just up and leave 
after all of these years. Still he had set his mind now, he was going to leave and start it anew with Nikki. He 
was sick of feeling worthless, he had enough. 

Still there was Axl's words that come to him again with the final thrust. "I love you. You are the only person 
who has loved me and who means something to me in my life. You know I'm nothing without you, everything | 
do, | do for you. Tell me you love me too." 

‘| love you too Axl" His tone sounded almost like a dead whisper. 

"It was amazing; the sex we had wasn't it?" The redhead man asked slamming one last time into him. 


Izzy just lay there quietly. ‘Maybe it was for you. | didn't even come’ 


"Tell me you will never leave me." Axl said when he got his breath back 


"m sorry.” whispered Izzy almost afraid to say it. 


"What?" 


‘lm sorry, but I'm leaving you tomorrow.’ The words come out with a bit more confidence, a confidence that 


he didn't really have. 


He heard Axl hiss and incredulous "You what?" before he felt the impact and the blackness claimed him. 


Choices 


As promised Richie was there on the following night. Not that Gilby was surprised, in fact he had expected the 
visit and even had an involuntary feeling of looking forward to it. The problem was - he was waiting for 
Tommy who had called him to tell him that he will be along later. Oh well, they all had slept with each other 
after all, therefore they will find a solution, he was sure of it. 


"Have you changed your mind about ending this affair?" Richie winked at Gilby. 

"Yes...No..| don't know." The answer from Gilby seemed unsure. "Maybe | have changed my mind. I'm not sure. | 
have thought it through, and what | think is that it doesn't have to be love and we can end it whenever we 
want, don't have to be right now. Right?" 


On hearing this, the Jovi guitarist smiled gently at Gilby. 


"Of course, love is way overrated anyway." He reached a hand towards Gilby, cupping his cheek in his palm, and 
meeting the others lips with a soft kiss. 


"After all, isn't the comfort of another body, and a soul to keep you company through the night, and to talk to 
even if the soul is of a stranger love, enough?" Richie was talking in soft whisper through breaths and soft 
kisses. "Some people don't need commitment, romantic dinners and flowers. Some people need just some shadow 
in the dark of the room to break the silence and help you get through yet another cold night" 

He looked straight into Gilby's eyes, with his deep and soulful eyes burrowing right into Gilby's very soul. 


"So, you need some fun and warm without string attached?" Gilby's voice was becoming more confident now 
with the deepening of the kisses. 


"Yeah, something like that" Richie was breathing very heavily by this point. 
"| think | can live with that" 


Too wrapped up in each other, the two guitarists didn't notice the Crue drummer sneaking in behind Richie until 
he was kissing his neck and shoulder lightly using his teeth. 


Startled slightly, Richie gasped, reaching behind himself to feel the new arrival's body, trying to find out if it 


really was Tommy. 
Looking over Richie's shoulder, Gilby arched his eyebrows at the drummer questioningly. 


"So..." he asked 


"Well..." Tommy smirked back. 
"Bed!" Richie commanded, deciding to take the situation into his own hands. 


Stumbling through kisses, caresses, and discarded clothes the three musicians made their way to the bed 
managing to lose half of their clothes along the way. 


Pushing Gilby back down flat on the bed, Richie straddled him and started to fumble with the belt of his jeans, 
he could feel Tommy's hand rummaging all over his body, pressing his hips suggestively against Richie's back, 


making him arch. 


Finally managing to discard the belt he moved towards releasing his current lover from his jeans and boxers. 
Reaching the place of his interest he bent slightly to start placing little kisses around Gilby's arousing cock. 


Behind him Tommy was taking his clothes off and proceeding to play, his fingers running along Richie's butt 
cheeks. Sliding two fingers inside the guitarist's hole, while Richie was working on Gilby's need. 


Moaning with the pleasure of the feel of Richie's lips and tongue around his cock, he leaned passed Richie's 
shoulder towards Tommy to capture his lips into a kiss. 


The feel of the other two bodies pressing against him sent a sudden rush of euphoria through Richie's body 
making him shiver. The muscles in his thighs were tightening and starting to flex as he moved. Brushing his 
body against Tommy's he could feel the drummer's hard need poking against his behind. 


Smiling wildly at the scene that has been unfolding in front of him, Tommy decided to take Richie right now. He 
couldn't allow the good luck of finally having his two beautiful lovers together in the same bed with him go 
without acting on it. He took his fingers out and replaced them with his hardening cock causing loud moans and 
gasps to escape from Richie. It felt good, only slightly short of heaven, to have them both there and watch 
them love each other while he made love to one of them in his turn; it was fulfilling his wildest dreams. The 
mere thought was enough to send shivers all over his body and caused him to thrust all the more hard into 
the guitarist hitting the prostate and sending quakes of pleasure through his body. 


Mouth full with Gilby and not able to cry out Richie almost bit on the others cock He was wondering would he 
actually mind a little biting, even the thought made him smirk silently to himself. 


For the future satisfaction of his lover, Gilby's blue eyes opened wide with all of the euphoria and storm of 

emotions going through his head at this moment. He knew that what he was doing at the moment was an even 
worse idea than having an affair with Tommy or Richie, but he silenced the voice of his conscience and decided 
to follow the voice of his body instead. And oh it was telling him so many pleasurable things about this course 


of events. 


Hoping that he wouldn't reach climax too early he made a move to switch partners, gently pulling Richie's head 


up from his thighs he got up from the bed and pushed lightly the other guitarist on it, this done he went 


behind Tommy and began to move with trust motions suggestively, promising him actions worth his time. 


It was all beyond words now, the three of them acting on pure mating instinct and communication with body 
language. So the best way to ask for permission for Gilby to enter was the suggestive motions just on the 
edge of Tommy's entrance. 


It was a bit strange for Tommy, he had never before been taken by Gilby or any other man but.."When in 
Rome.. he thought amused, arching his back granting his permission for the other to invade the territory. He 


then started to work on Richie making up for the disappointment of having to leave him so soon 


Permission granted, Gilby didn't wait to be asked twice before making his way inside Tommy, feeling his need 
load further even with the feel of the flexing of Tommy's anus muscles. Thrusts quickening, Gilby could feel 
how close he is to climax but he didn't want to come too soon and to ruin the moment for his partner 


especially when this was his first time being taken this way. 


Richie felt slightly disappointed, being left by Tommy before reaching climax and now had to just lie on the bed 
and leave Tommy do a blow job with him doing nothing. But he also knew that the night is young and they had 
it all for themselves. However Tommy was very skilled at what he was doing and Richie's mind soon took 


different track, soon enough he was the first to reach the climax and come hard into the drummer's throat. 


Tommy started to place little kisses along Richie's body starting from the curve of his thighs, up his abdomen, 
licking around Richie's belly and all the way to his neck, taking notice of how aroused Richie was becoming again. 


Gilby quickened and hardened his thrusts with loud grunts that brought to Tommy's attention his own arousal 
and the effort to suppress the need to give in and release the load. He took Richie around his waist and turned 
him around to get the access to his entrance again. Upon entering the other's body Tommy started to thrust 
gradually mirroring Gilby's moves around his own body so as not to lose the rhythm he had. 


A few more minutes passed and they lay on the bed entangled into each other, utterly spend and happily 
exhausted. 


By the end of the night they managed to discover how much exactly flexible Richie was, how skilled Gilby was 


and exactly how shameless Tommy was. 


The Morning After The Night Before 


A few rooms away from the happy threesome there was a happy couple, who were just beginning to wake. 
Opening his eyes Duff stretched content and turned around to see his lover still drowsy, but already getting 
out of bed. 


"What's the hurry?" Duff leaned to kiss Slash's forehead tenderly. 


"Just going to get a shower and get ready for the big night-tonight. Or have you forgotten already?" Slash 
smiled returning the kiss on Duff's lips. 


"No! | haven't forgotten, | just wish we didn't have to go. There are more interesting things, | can think of doing 
with you Tonight.” Duff sighed. 


Slash flashed his trademark charming smile at Duff and kissed him on the cheek "I know, | can think of a few 
myself, but we need to go..So.." he shoved the blonde man off the bed applying just enough force to get him 


stumbling on to the floor ".get your lazy ass moving." 


"IIl have you know that my ass is not lazy, just a bit sore from last night's fun" come the cheeky reply from 
Duff. 


"| didn't hear you complaining then 


Slash discarded his boxers on the floor and made his way to the bathroom not bothering to even close the 
door. Turning the shower on, he let the cool water spread over his body cooling down the feeling that had 


started to stir upon seeing his lover when he woke. 


Duff watched as Slash's boxers hit the floor and thought of reaching to grab his ass but he was still lying on 
the floor, the fog of the sleep not fully cleared from his head was slowing his reactions. However the sight of 
the other man going to the shower and especially not even bothering to close the door to the bathroom was 
working wonders on clearing his mind from the sleep. If only it wasn't causing another kind of fog to replace 


the sleep. 


Grunting, lazily he lifted himself from the floor and almost surprised himself at how quick he could make his 
way to the bathroom. He opened the shower and joined Slash inside. 


"Hey, | was supposed to get clean with this shower, so we can go down the lobby and get some coffee, not 
have sex in it. | already smell of you, sex and sperm." Slash said softly, his protests not sounding very 


convincing at all. 


"Well if you want me to think about something else other than your body and sexy ass, you should not strip in 
front of me and then leave the door open" Duff slid his finger back and forth between Slash's thighs tracing 


the slight curve between his penis and his backside entrance. He kneeled down kissing Slash's balls, moving 
slowly in the constricted area of the shower cabin, applying soft blows and kisses around Slash's body. He could 
hear Slash's breath quicken and become deeper and raspier with each inhale. Slowly standing up he traced his 
fingers around the dark skin moving from shoulder blades to his belly, around the soft flesh of his nipples and 
back the same way only slightly on the left, or on the right. With the gradual arousal Slash's breath started 
to hitch slightly. He could feel the cold water starting to hiss on their hot bodies. 


"If we keep on doing this we will never get out of this room on time." He finally managed to find his voice 


between moans. 
"Good" Duff's whisper felt warm on his neck. 


Reaching behind, Slash started to stroke his lovers cock and balls. With the other hand he propelled himself on 


the shower rails, feeling off balance from the seduction moves Duff was applying on him. 


Moving one of his hands to cup Slash's balls, he kept the other playing with the hardening nipples. Duff could 
feel the guitarists body tensing with anticipation and shivering with a barely containable pleasure. His cock 


hardening as his skin began to heat up managing to start to sweat even under water not more than IO*C. 


Duff could feel his own need hardening and beginning to rise, so he decided to act before he lost all control. 
Removing his hands from Slash he pulled away kissed Slash's neck and opened the shower door. 


| better leave you to finish your shower then. When you are done come and join me for breakfast." And with 


this he left a bemused Slash to work out what had just happened. 


Left alone in the bathroom, Slash leaned against the glass shower wall. Oh God this was a pure torture. This 
was a sneaky bastard that he has as a boyfriend. But he knew better, he knew that Duff was just playing 
game and he would give in soon enough. Turning off the shower, completely giving up on washing for the time 


being, he followed the bassist into the room to find him lying on the bed with the brightest smile that seemed 


nearly covered his whole face. 
Slash jumped straight on top of him pinning his hands above his head. 
Let's see how you are going to get out of this one now." He playfully smirked down at Duff. 


Releasing one of Duff's wrists he started to lick down the other's body. Sensing both their needs starting to 
rise again and rubbing against each other. Making light suggestive gestures he rubbed his penis into the 
other's rising and hardening one. With the gradual hardening of his own cock, Slash started to slowly move the 
rubbing away from Duff's cock to his entrance doing light circular motions around it. He slid carefully inside 


hovering just around it, not yet pushing deeper, his breath quickening and turning into soft moans. 


Not turning around to give his back to Slash, Duff lifted his legs and locked them on the other's back, pushing 


down onto Slash's cock. 


Moving a bit further inside, Slash started to thrust lightly establishing a slow and sweet rhythm for the 
beginning of their love play. The body below him shifted and he was surprised to find that the blond man's 
hardening cock no longer was poking him into his stomach. Thinking that the other's legs and back were tired 
from the unusual position hovering in the air, Slash pulled out to allow Duff to turn around. 


To increase Slash's frustration even more, Duff got up from the bed and started to head for the other side 
of the room as if trying to escape the love making. Too aroused now to appreciate Duff's game, Slash grunted 
his disapproval and followed his lover to the far corner of the room, where he found him lying on the rug with 
his back turned to Slash and his ass raised with expectation. Lowering himself into position behind Duff on his 
knees and elbows he started the moving inside the other man's entrance once again. Pushing a bit more 
forcefully this time, he started to thrust a bit quicker not wanting to be interrupted again before he had 
finished. He thrusted, increasing his pace until he could feel the rush of the blood pounding into his ears; his 
heart was beating a staccato. Rocking their bodies into mad, sweet rhythm he could feel the pressure inside 
his cock build up to the point when it exploded with what seemed to be like the force of a nuclear bomb. With 
one last forceful push he slowed down the rhythm again to gentle moves, while his hands found their way onto 
the other man's body and he began to pump his need. He could feel the strained muscles on Duff's cock now 
flex, the sperm filling it up ready to explode at any moment. 


With a loud cry of Slash's name Duff came full force, spreading sperm around his stomach and the rug. After 


a few more soft pushes, Slash stilled then pulled away and spread his sweaty and tired body next to Duff's. 


"We now have to clean all this mess and | still smell of sweat, sex and sperm." Slash whispered tiredly. "Guess 


we need another shower." 


Healing 


He started to resurface slowly from the unconsciousness that engulfed him in darkness. With a groan he tried 
to open his eyes, but the light was too bright for his scrambled mind. Giving up on this he decided instead to 
try and remember what had happened. His head hurt, Axl must have knocked his head in the headboard of the 
bed a tad harder than intended. He still couldn't really remember it all it was way too fuzzy and foggy. 


Groaning again he tried to open his eyes one more time, this time succeeding to lift his eyelids a crack 
instantly squirming them against the pain that the light caused through his head. Then the nausea hit him. He 
shook his head to try and get rid of it. Which was a bad decision because he instantly felt sick, and swallowed 
hard trying to fight the urge to throw up. 


Finally his vision was starting to clear up slowly and he was able to focus his eyes on the shadows surrounding 
him which were slowly beginning to form into shapes. There was someone in front of him looking down at his 


face and it wasn't Axl. Not that he could be sure about this yet. 


"Hey Izz you gave us a right fright. | thought you weren't gonna wake up." The familiar voice that he knew 
belonged to Sebastian Bach made its way through the cotton wool that engulfed his mind, sounding muffled and 


distant because of it. "You ok? Can you focus on my voice and understand me?" 


Sebastian turned to the other man in the room angrily: "Maybe you should have called a doctor instead of me. 
He might have a concussion, you know." 

"No." Izzy managed to groan fighting another bout of nausea. "I'll be ok, just gimme a minute OK" The words on 
the end come out a bit slurred, but he could already feel his head starting to clear up. The pain was still 
there, and he was sure he would have a nasty bump for a while but he was gradually feeling better. 


‘Oh, Axl you better hope that he really is ok" Seb snapped" You sure you are ok?" His voice was full with 


concern but all lzzy wanted was to lie somewhere alone and in quiet. 
"Yeah! | just want to leave now, please." 


Not daring to move too quickly in case the nausea hit him again, Izzy lifted himself from bed with a little help 
from Sebastian, and tried to make his way to the bathroom to freshen up and leave the room. But instead he 
couldn't even get off the bed when a hand on his upper arm held him in place. Turning his head around 
carefully trying to not make the pain worse, he looked at Axl's pleading eyes. He was ready to dismiss him 


when Axl started talking not leaving him time to even open his mouth. 
"Please, I'm sorry. Really, | am. I'm so sorry. | love you and | don't know what I'll so if you leave me now." 
Axl held his arm tightly making him flinch from the pain this caused to his already bruised arm. He could see 


the anxiety in his lover's eyes and he knew he shouldn't feel sorry for him, but he did. He knew that down 
deep Axl wasn't a bad person - just mislead. So he let him speak He wanted to be able to forgive him too, but 


he knew if he didn't walk away now, he never would. 


‘lm sorry but | have to. Don't you see? If | want to save myself | have to leave. Because | really thought, | 


knew you. But | don't think | ever knew you at all. Or maybe | just can't recognise you anymore. " 


Upon hearing him speak so boldly, Axl tugged on his arm until he was standing up and then he hauled him onto 
the floor, he could swear, he heard a rib crack, or at least the pain that shoot through his ribcage wasn't 


anything short of a cracked rib. He hoped he was wrong, but dared not move much. 


"You thought you knew me?" Axl snarled "You don't know a thing about me. No one ever knew." Still bursting 
with anger he turned to Sebastian who had helped Izzy up and now was making his way towards the redhead 


singer with slow, careful movements, as if not to startle a wild animal. 


"Don't you try To act as a peacemaker and try to calm me down, or I'll have you down there with him. This is 
between him and | and you have no right to get in the middle." Not put off by Axl's angry outburst, Sebastian 


stood his ground, not showing as much as a flinch. 


"Axl, please let him gol" He tried to reason not really thinking it will work but doing it nevertheless. "You know 
what some people say. If you love someone let them go. If they love you too they will comeback. If they don't 
comeback they were never yours to begin with. Why do you have to cause all this pain to both of you? 
Because this is not what love is about, is it?" 


Axl was standing still, rigid as a statue. For a moment Sebastian thought that he hadn't heard a word that he 
had said, but then ever so slowly, Axl turned to Izzy with eyes gone surprisingly soft, the way the guitarist 


haven't seen them look for what seems as years and he spoke quietly. 


"I thought you loved me. You promised me forever. And | believed you. Because there was one thing in the 
world | believe in and that's you. But obviously | was wrong; you are like all the others. And if that's what you 
want then go. Go now before | change my mind. Maybe Seb is right. Maybe | have to let you go. Because 
everything has its time and our time is over. So yeah, that's me letting you go and getting out myself" Not 
waiting for an answer from Izzy he turned to Sebastian and reached for his hand. "See | let him go, but | want 
to ask you - Are you ready for a new beginning? A bit risky mind you, when you know me you should know 
this, but we can try all the same." 


Curling his fingers around Axl's, Sebastian smiled gently at him. "I'd love to." 


Izzy watched them from the other side of the room near the door and smiled to himself, before he left the 
room quietly and unnoticed from the newly formed couple. He closed the door, knowing he was closing a I0 year 
chapter of his life when he closed the door. It wasn't all bad and he will remember some years with nostalgia 
but he was ready to move on. He was free now and he didn't have to feel guilty because maybe, just maybe 


Axl was going to be happy. 


It was decided that this time they will use the shower one at a time, so they might actually be able to get 


clean and head for the general rehearsal for the big night. 


"The quicker one would get the shower first” Slash exclaimed jumping up and running to the bathroom before 
Duff even had the time to process what had happened. So naturally now he had to wait for his turn and stare 
at the wall bored out of his wits. 


Slash was in there for about half an hour already without showing any signs that he would be out in the next 
half an hour. Duff was considering the idea of going without a shower so he would not have to wait for 


whenever Slash would finally get out. 


Finally having the shower for himself, he let the water run around his body, taking the time to think over the 
events of the last couple of days. His relationship with Slash was finally in the open. By now there was none of 


their friends who didn't know about them being together. 


Oh well, so be it, not that they really cared about what the others think, the only problem were their wives. 
He knew his wife wouldn't be happy to find about this affair, but she was open-minded woman and Duff was 
sure given enough time she would understand. After all she was a woman and sometime a woman can't give 
him what he wanted from Slash, not without the help of Toys and even then it wasn't the same. However he 
knew Perla and, he knew that if she found out it will mean either the end of him and Slash as lovers, or the 
end of the Hudson's family life. Either way he knew he had never been happier in his life, as he was in these 


five years that he had had Slash as his lover. 


Smiling with these happy thoughts in his head, he switched off the shower and made his way out of the 
bathroom to find his lover naked rummaging around the room and making himself a coffee. Smile turning into a 
mocking frown he said to Slash. "Put some clothes on, will ya? | love the view but it wouldn't do for some of 


the staff of the hotel to come and find you doing a full Monty. " 
"Oh, really? | think the view will be rather enjoyable don't you?" Slash responded, his smile lighting up the room. 
"You want some coffee?" 


"Yeah, ok! You big fat idiot. The view is great and | don't mind one bit when you cook naked at home, but really 


go put some clothes." 


As if on cue there was a knock on the door and Slash shouted "Enter!" his mouth running ahead of his brain. 
The face of the staff girl would have been funny if the situation wasn't so embarrassing. After a muttered 
"Sorry" she left the fresh towels on the side coffee table next to the door and hurriedly left, to return later 
when they had left the room. 


Doubling over in a laughing fit both musicians tried to get dressed barely succeeding without entangling 
themselves in the clothes. Finally managing to put the right clothes on the right places between fits of 
laughter, they made their way to the warehouse. 


By the time they arrived Slash was considerably calmed down and now he was frowning at Duff who seemed 


to be unable to stop laughing in hysterics. 


"Yeah, yeah, we have established that this was funny. We have both had a good laugh at my expense, but it's 
not funny anymore to watch you do it all this time." Slash pouted at Duff, which sent the blond man in 
another, even bigger laughing fit. 


"Hate to gloat, but | think this is the time when | say to you: Told you so." The bassist managed to get out 
through his fight to breath. 


"Yeah, very funny" Slash screwed up his face at him "You are lucky that | love you, because | could beat the 
shit out of you right now." 


Saying this, punctuated for effect with a narrow gaze and a frown didn't help instead all that gained was more 
laughs from Duff. Looking at him Slash give up and cracked a smile and poked his tongue out at him. 


"Ok it was funny, I'll give you that. Did you see her face?" Duff nodded to him in confirmation. "Now let's go 


and do some work." 


Calming down but with faces still red and wearing enormous grins they entered the rehearsal garage to find 
Izzy there. His look whipped the smiles from their faces. He looked shocking his eye was becoming blue, there 
was bruise forming on his forehead the split lip and the dried blood under his nose didn't help to make the 
picture any lighter. And if they had to go by the slightly hunched position of his body and the wince when he 


moved, there sure was some damage done to his ribcage as well. 


"Oh, God, Izz what happened to you?" Slash was the first one of them to react and try to get honest answer 
from his band mate. Sensing where the answer was going he quickly added. "And don't you try to give me that 
shit that you fall down the stairs. It was Axl wasn't it?" 


Izzy tried to wriggle out of the explanation and the humiliation, but this time they have seen it fresh and 


there was nowhere to go. Beside he was done with it so why should he care anymore. 


"Yeah! But is all over now" It looked as if every word was causing him pain and needed a lot of effort. "I left 


him so don't worry, but I'm not sure | can go onstage like this.” 


Duff shook his head in disbelief..Going onstage is that what he was thinking about while his body was broken? 
"We can always use Gilby, and let Axl explain to everyone why they can't see Izzy onstage." Duff was trying to 
comfort him and keep his anger in check, while examining his face closer. "You need someone to take a look at 


the damage, go to a doctor". 


Izzy just shook his head at him letting them know that he preferred to go through this on his own. But the 


pain in the chest concerned Duff the most even though he looked like he wasn't having too much trouble 


breathing but he was pale. However he decided to drop it for now and bring it up again later. He just had to 
hope that this was the right decision. 


"Is that why you were missing a couple of days ago?" Slash broke the silence that was heaving with the 


question that concerned him. 


"No." Chuckled Izzy wistfully "I was coming here with Nikki when the car broke down and we get lost. There was 
a bit of a trouble when two policemen thought that we were gonna fuck in a public place and arrested us, so 
we spend |2 hours in a cell” Saying this didn't seem to trouble him at all or that he had to spend the night 
under arrest, on the contrary it looked as if his eyes were sparkling happily. 


"So, let me get this right, just you and Nikki alone in a small cell for I2 hours with nothing to do?" Slash was 
trying to push suggestively for more details. 


"Yeah, but we just talked and then | was too tired and fell asleep snuggled into him if you must know" 


"So let me get that straight. Only the two of you locked in a small room and you didn't have sex?" Duff asked 


incredulously. 


"Not everything is about sex Duff. There are more important things than sex." Izzy was smiling wildly at 
saying this despite the pain throughout his face that smiling caused him. Duff's expression was priceless. 


The bassist lifted his arms in theatrical surrender and muttered. "I give up! They are hopeless.” 


Gilby was sitting at s window in his hotel room, overlooking the busy street below. He very well knew what he 
must do. He really must put an end to what had begun so improbably just a few days ago. It could not be 


allowed to go on Every cell in his body was screaming at him that it was wrong and very, very bad. 


In fact he still couldn't believe he'd done it. That he'd not just dreamed it or hallucinated or fantasized it. He 
couldn't believe that he'd actually had sex with him, Richie Sambora. He had had sex, with the man who is his 
friend and who was boyfriend to his friend and co-worker. With a man who he cared about, respected and 
admired..a man who had been and he hoped still was - his friend and a man who, also just happened to be 


deeply troubled. 

What had happened between him and Richie Sambora could only make things worse for him, plunge him in even 
deeper into the psychological abyss. For that reason alone, Gilby felt terrible almost like he'd taken advantage 
of the man even though he knew - he knew - that the sex had entirely been Richie's idea. 


He was the one who come to him who seduced him; Gilby had never seen it coming. Not in a million years. Not 


even in his wildest dreams. Still that didn't make him feel any less guilty about what had happened, 


Domn it, what a mess. 


He shook head and mentally pinched himself. He really didn't want to beat himself up over it, it wasn't healthy 
or productive- but certainly having the affair had been a big mistake. 


He opened his eyes and breathed a sigh. It was a little after 10:00 am- not too late thank God. They had made 
love the previous night, but he didn't fall asleep, all was not yet lost. He knew there was still time to wake 
Richie up and get to the rehearsal place before everyone else came and saw them together and got suspicious. 
And he knew they were going to have to talk about this. It was already starting to feel like the situation was 
spiraling out of control and was not going to end well, no matter what might happen next. 

There was this inevitable sense of doom filling his thoughts. Maybe after the first or the second time they 
could've stopped, regained the moral high ground. But now? But now his body, his scent, his taste were 
becoming familiar, longed for. 

"Gilby?" his voice was soft quiet. 

"Yes?" 

"Are you okay?" 

He raised his head and looked at the other brunette across the room. 

| don't think so." 

"What's wrong?" 

"Oh. Richie..." 

He rose up from the bed and reached a hand to touch his face. "Shush, don't worry.” 

He couldn't help it, he reached for the hand and kissed it. "How can | not?" 

"Stop thinking.” Richie kissed him once then more deeply. 

"No" Gilby pulled back "Please, Richie." 

"| love you" he whispered. 

Gilby shook his head. "Oh Richie, no you don't." 


Richie stiffened, his eyes flashed. "Why do you say that?" 


"You don't love me, you can't love me. Don't be ridiculous." Gilby started to back up a bit shaking his head in 


denial. 

"Ridiculous? Why would loving you be ridiculous? Don't you think you deserve to be loved?" 

"Richie." his voice caught. 

"No, what is it, Gilby? You're the kindest, warmest, most generous person I've ever met. You're loyal, devoted, 
caring. I've just spend the night in your bed with you inside me. Tell me..what's wrong with me saying | love 


you?" 


"Stop it, just stop it” He sounded heartbroken. Something clicked for Richie, purely intuitive. "Gilby..surely? 


Surely Tommy..2" 

"Please..." 

"Surely Tommy told you he loves you?" 

The GNR guitarist closed his eyes.. 

"Gilby?" 

„And then almost unnoticeably shook his head. 


"Oh God," Richie whispered his arms closing around Gilby's waist, pressing his forehead to his. "Tommy can be 


such an ass sometimes.” 

Gilby couldn't help but chuckle: "Yeah, there's no denying.’ 

"Gilby look at me. Look at mel" He opened his eyes to meet Richie's soft brown ones. 

"I know Tommy loved you, Gilby. | mean, he never said it but | could see it. Everyone could. Anyone could. It 
was in his eyes and his smile when he looked at you when he thought no one was watching. The way he 
touched you when he thought no one else was watching. It was obvious Tommy loved you. He still does." 

Gilby nodded. "Yeah, | know. It's just that for some reason he could never say it, and there were times | really 
needed to hear it. But even then you know Tommy loves everyone. Ours was never a monogamous relationship. 
Tommy doesn’t do monogamy. " He attempted to blink away the tears stinging his eyes. "And | don't think 
Tommy was ever in love with me not the way | was in love with him. And you know he loves you too." 


Richie leaned in close kissing him. This time Gilby kissed back. 


"| promise" Richie murmured. "| won't hurt you like that’ He kissed Gilby again 


"Richie you should go, it's getting late." 


"I know." He said and kissed him softly on the lips. "But | want to show you exactly how much | love you after 
the show tonight." 


He lifted himself up from the bed and made his way out of the room, leaving Gilby to his own thoughts again. 
Gilby jumped up and ran out of the room after him and stopped Richie in his tracks. 


"What are you doing?" Richie asked surprised he had left Gilby in relatively amicable and calm mood, but now 
his eyes seems to be flashing with some strange edge to them. 


"I'm going to talk to Nikki and put on end to this." 

"You are going to do what?" 

"Tommy was right you know. This is going to end badly. We are going to get caught sooner or later." 
"Stop talking about Tommy like his is some kind of oracle." 


Richie almost shouted only remembering at the last moment where he was standing. "He had lied to Nikki too; 


he had slept with me on more occasions that you care to count.” 

"I know, but | can't do this anymore it's driving me mad" Gilby said looking sadly into Richie's eyes. "Last night 
in my room when Tommy caught us, that bloody well could have been Nikki. | don't want to hurt you, but 
that's exactly what is going to happen if Nikki.. if we don't put an end to this. | know you are going to hate me 
for this, but believe me, if we continue with our affair hate will be the last of mine- of our- worries. God 


help me, | want you, Richie, | need you as much if not more than you need me, but | can't live like this." 


"Okay" Gilby could see moisture forming in Richie's eyes when he spoke. "So what we are going to do then? 
Who is going to tell him? Me or you?" 


"Me" 
They made their way out of the hotel and to a taxi. 


"Um, if you're ok with all this, then | need to do something important first. | won't be long. See you at the 


garage." 
Richie looked at him and nodded. "" Sure, that's fine." Then he smiled sadly. "Back to work, huh?" 


"Yeah," he returned the nod and the smile. "Back to work." 


Gilby made his way back to the hotel room, opening the drawer and lifting his clothes took something out of 
the drawer, checked it, and stuck it deep into his leather coat pocket. 


Then he went to his hired car and drove to the garage not really allowing himself think about what he was 
going to do. He walked swiftly to the door hoping that no one but Richie and Nikki will be there seeing that it 
still wasn't even midday yet. 

He walked inside greeting Izzy with a smile not really paying attention to anything around him. 


"Good morning eye candy. Is Nikki here?" 


Izzy tilted his head a bit surprised from Gilby's apparent lack of perception but smiled slightly. "He is up there 
in the sound room." 


Gilby nodded and walked to the glass door knocking on the door frame. 
"Nikki? You have a minute?" 
"Gilby! For you, never!" Nikki laughed and then smiled. 


"Come on in, dude. Make yourself at home." Gilby quietly closed the door behind him and Nikki pulled a face. "Oh! 
Serious, eh? Well..sit down. What is it?" 


"I have two things , or maybe only one depends on how the first thing goes." 
"Gilby, you are not making much sense." 


The guitarist pulled a gun out of his coat pocket and with a single index finger slid it slowly across the desk 
towards Nikki and then withdrew his hand. 


"What is this then?" Nikki was still smiling but the wattage was decreasing significantly. 

"A Walter P99, Imm calibre, fifteen-round magazine, silvercap hollow-points." 

"No shit? Gilby, now you are really not making sense. And you are worrying me. What's up dude?" 
Gilby smiled thinly. 

"Its Richie, Nikki." 

"What about him?" Nikki leaned forward his face going rigid. 


Gilby dry swallowed "Um., we have been having an affair." 


"| know! 
"Y-You know?" 

Nikki nodded sadly. "I know." 
"B-But how?" 


"When you love someone and live with them and see them every day you know. You can tell. You can feel it in 


your gut, in your bones. You just know.. unless you chose not to know." 
Gilby leaned back in his chair "God" he whispered. 

"Is it over?" 

"What?" 

"The affair, is it over?" 

Gilby met the other man's eyes and held them "Yes, yes it's over." 
"Good." 


They stared at each other for a long time. Then Nikki glanced down at the table, at the gun that Gilby had slid 


towards him. 
"What's this for then?" 

"In case you wanted to shoot me" 

Nikki looked at him seriously then down his own coat and then back towards Gilby. "I have my own gun" 
"In case you didn't want to use it! 


"Ah, | see, considerate of you. Thanks, but no." He slid the Walter back towards Gilby. "There will be no shooting 
you today." 


Gilby nodded and slipped the gun back into his leather coat. 
Again there was a long silence, and again Nikki broke it. 


"What was the other thing?" 


‘Izzy. Have you seen the state he is in?" 


"Yeah, and if | see Axl, as much as touch him again." He once more held his coat open. "Desert Eagle forty-for 


magnum semi-automatic, seven round magazine." 
Gilby nodded appreciatively. "So you are packing now." 


"When I'm around Axl, damned straight | am." 
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Standing up Nikki took something from behind the desk and stuffed it in his coat, then turned away and made 
his way to the door. 


Gilby's heart sank when he realised what the object that the Crue bassist took was. How could Tommy leave 
the recording from a few nights ago in such obvious place was baffling to him..unless..unless he wanted it to 
be found. Gilby furrowed his brow, but this didn't make sense. Saving the information for later to remember 
to ask Tommy, he mentally shook himself to regain his composure and followed Nikki, down to the main area, 


hoping that Nikki hadn't watched the recording. It was one thing to know it, and another to see it. 


Nikki was wondering the same thing, why would Tommy leave this so openly for anyone and everyone to find 
it? He was just glad he found it first. At first he wondered, dare he watch it? Was there something he would 
rather not see? But the curiosity got the better of him and reluctantly he played the recording; of course he 
didn't like what he saw but he was ready to forgive, ready to move on and talk it over with Richie. What he 


wasn't ready for was losing Richie. 


Oh there was the problem of going between the comfort of the familiarity in his relationship with Richie and 
the new exciting unfamiliarity with starting a new relationship with Izzy. But he thought whatever it might 
happen he wasn't going to lose Richie in a bitter way. 


When he got down the steps only Izzy was still there; Duff and Slash had probably gone to get something to 
drink and eat, or had left to leave him and Izzy some private space to talk. He turned his head to Gilby, who 
tacitly nodded. "l'm going to get myself some coffee." He said "Do you want some?" 


Nikki and Izzy just shook their heads. "Ok then, see you later." Then he was gone leaving only the two of them, 


the room falling in silence. 


Izzy looked at Nikki, and pushed himself from the floor where he was sitting, so fast that he lost balance and 
would have fallen back down if it hadn't been for Nikki's hands closing around his waist and pulling him to 


safety. 


"Whoa! Easy there," Nikki teased, and let go. His hands lingered on Izzy's back, and for once, he felt no need to 
push them away. 


Instead, he just smiled and reached to wrap his own hands around Nikki's neck, pulling him down for a brief hug. 


"Hello." He smiled up at the bassist. 


"Hello." Nikki answered and pulled away. Izzy barely suppressed a shiver at the sudden lack of warmth from 


Nikki's body. 
"You look good" He gives a pained smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. 
Nikki smirked at him. "Always do," he said, and eyed Izzy up and down. "You, on the other hand, look like shit” 


Izzy frowned and ran a hand through his hair. "Yeah, a bit of domestic misunderstanding with Axl, but now it's 
over, so no need to fret about." He fingered with one of the locks of his hair. "And that's the reason | wanted 
to talk to you." He tucks the lock behind his ear, and moves around uncomfortably. "I can't do it Nikki, I'm 
sorry, but l'm not ready to start relationship again Beside you have Richie, he loves you, and you love him." He 


shook his head to get rid of the tears that threatened to spill from his eyes. "I need to go.’ 
Nikki whirled back around, dismayed. "Don't!" 
Izzy shook his head. "I have to." He smiled sadly. 


"Everyone will be here soon, and then this will be just another day of playing and going to the bar afterwards. 
And | can't do it at the moment." He walked to stand in front of Nikki again. "You know me. | can't deal with 
difficult situations but to run away and hide behind my walls. And right now | need to get really far away. | 


can't face the sting here, | can't love now." 


"Oh, Izz.." Nikki stepped up to him, into his space, and cupped his cheek. Izzy felt sudden urge to run away, but 
suppressed it as Nikki slid the hand on his face to the back on his neck and leaned closer still, pressing their 


foreheads together. "When will we ever learn?" 


He breathed into the shared space between their lips. "You show up one day and make all these offers and 
promises, and what can we do but go along with it. Of course we end up believing you again, and then you go 
swan off to another place and disappear for another couple of months, and we end up alone once again" He 


sighed. "One day, Izzy, we all will know better." 


Izzy's lips twitched. "| hope not." He said with lightness that came off slightly strained. He pushed against Nikki's 
chest and backed away. "I've got to go. | know you must hate me now, and you have every right to. But | hope 
that one day you'll learn to forgive me. People say that time heals. Maybe given enough time you will forgive 


me enough to not turn away when we meet. | hope you will” 
Nikki set his mouth in a grim smile. "Maybe | will." 
Izzy glanced down at his hands. He fidgeted and looked up again, opening his mouth to speak. What he'd been 


planning to say died in his throat as he thought of what he'd told Nikki that night they spent in police custody. 


He swallowed the wave of guilt and turned to the door, his expression turning regretful. "It's for the best | 


promise you. Because if | don't go now, every time | look at you, or the others I'll think: ‘Damn Axl, Damn Nikki, 
Damn music, Damn Life." He dry swallowed. "Say sorry to the other guys for me," he said quietly. Nikki 
watched him, silent and Izzy added "Tell Richie-tell him | don't deserve you. Tell him that he is once truly lucky 
man and if he doesn't see it then he must be blind. And.." he hesitated, then steeled himself and turned back 


around. "That l'm sorry.” 


Before Nikki could ask why, Izzy had closed the gap between them and taken Nikki's face in his hands. For a 
moment he just studied Nikki's face, a thumb brushing across his cheekbones. Then Izzy leaned in and brushed 
a feather-light kiss across his lips. Nikki made a noise, something between a groan and a plea, and Izzy's fingers 


clasped in Nikki's hair, and they kissed deeply. 


All too soon Izzy pulled away. His fingers brushed Nikki's lips one final time before he turned away. Before he 
could close the door however he could hear Nikki saying. "Whatever you do and say. You still love me." 


He turned his head around his features set expressionless. 
"Do |e" 


Once the door was closed, Izzy fell back against it and his eyes slipped shut. For one long moment, he just 
thought about Nikki preparing for the day's work, and how he'd smile when he'd look up and see Richie coming 


in. 


Izzy's eyes opened. With a slow motions nostalgic smile tugging at the corners of his lips he pulled away from 


the door. 


Nikki sighed and turned around to see Richie standing with Tommy next to the sound system, his body, rigid, 
stoke still. How long has he been there? Did he see Izzy kissing him? Fuck it, why should he care, after all he 
wasn't the one fucking Richie's friends. 


Richie stood there, eyes fixed on the far wall not seeing, mouth set in thin line, he didn't make a sound, didn't 


move. Slowly Tommy reached to him curling his fingers around Richie's. 


"Get me out of here." Richie whispered only the corner of his mouth moving. Then he turned on the balls of 
his feet and tugged on Tommy's hand to follow him. 


Nikki wanted to scream in frustration, wanted to call him names like liar, bastard, cheater and other not too 
polite things. His very soul screamed ‘Hypocrite! | have more reasons to fuck Izzy than you have to shag 
Tommy OR Gilby. ‘ He should have let him go and never see him again, or beat him senseless but instead all he 
could do was run after Richie and beg. 


"Don't leave me, please!" 


Richie turned in surprise. "What? Why should! stay? Why do you want me to stay? A cheater like me." 


"Oh, Richie!" Nikki sighed and smiled sadly reaching to tuck a stray of brunette hair beside the guitarists ear. 
"You want to know why? Well try this. | want you to stay because | love you. You are my last thought in the 
night when | go to sleep, and you are my first though in the morning when | wake up.” He pulled Richie into a 
hug and planted a tender kiss on the top of his head. 


"No, I'm not your first thought in the morning." Richie teased leaning into the warmth of Nikki's touch. 


"Yeah, ok you've got me there. You are my second thought in the morning after | feed Stinky. You know him he 
is really annoying cat when we forget about him." Nikki laughed. 


"Yeah now you are telling the truth." Richie's face went from amused to hard once more. "But then why did 
you kiss Izzy?" 


There was silence for once none of them knew what to say, or how to feel. Nikki opened his mouth to say 


something but his ability to speak betrayed him. Licking his lips to moisture then he tried once more. 


"He kissed me. | won't lie to you, | wanted it. God knows | wanted-| needed him. But that kiss you saw was a 


kiss-goodbye." 

Richie just nodded. "Good." He whispered. 

"Good." Nikki sighed. "Let's finish here for the night and go home." 

Tommy left Nikki and Richie to talk and made his way to the nearest coffee shop. Going inside ordering himself 
some coffee, he took the cup and settled himself on the table beside Gilby, who didn't seem to have noticed 
him until he put his hand on the guitarist shoulder. 


Startled slightly he gets out from his revere and lifted his eyes to look at Tommy. 


‘Ive lost him Tommy, and I've lost you." He chuckled bitterly. "You see I've tried to take more than | can keep, 


and | fell hard" 


"Don't talk like this.." Tommy squeezed his hand reassuringly. "You never needed me or Richie. You needed your 
wife and | think you just discovered that. I'm happy that we had this closure, now we both know we can move 


with our lives." 
He smiled tightly at Tommy squeezing his hand back. 
"You might be right. | do need my wife, and all that happened the last few days made me realise it. You know, | 


never thought I'd say this, but.. Thank you." He smiled at Tommy and this time his smile was bright and 
reaching all the way to his eyes. 


"Yeah. And Richie and Nikki finally worked out their problems, after Nikki's car breaking down" The drummer 
winked at his friend 


"You mean, the breaking of the car was your doing?" 

"Yeah, only, | didn’t intend for them to get lost and arrested. | just wanted Izzy and Nikki to have a time to talk 
about their attraction towards each other. Guess it worked anyway." Tommy shook his head chuckling. "Nikki 
and Richie fixed their problems after Nikki watching the recording and seeing how Richie feels..." 

Gilby held a hand to break Tommy's monolog. 


"Wait! So you are saying that you left it there on purpose?" He shook his head. "You git" Gilby laughed. 


"Yes, | did and | did a great job. Even you played along. But all is good when it ends well. Duff and Slash are 
finally in the open and don't need to hide, Izzy is free from Axl and Nikki and Richie might actually work out: 


"Do you think Izzy will be happy?" Gilby asked taking a sip from his cup and looking through the window. 


"Yeah." Tommy sighed. "You know him. He is this kind of guy. He will run away when he gets scared, but he 
can't run away forever, he has to stop someday. Is he going to be alright? Yeah | think he is. Is he going to be 
happy? | don't know, maybe if he quits being scared and let's himself love again" 


Tommy lifted his cup for toast. "Cheers, to my clever set up. And you are going to be happy with your wife 
at last" 


"So Tommy, tell me where does this leave you?" Gilby fixed him with stern gaze. 


‘Oh me." Tommy smiled; it looked genuine enough, but was it? "You know me; | was never one for monogamy 


and commitment. If my bed gets cold, I'll just go and pick some groupie. ' 
"Are you going to be alright though?" 
Tommy smiled again. "Always." 


Jason Newsted woke up a bit disorientated with the late morning light coming through the window of his hotel 
room. There was somebody lying next to him. God he had drank a lot last night if he was going by his 
headache or the fact that he doesn't even remember who was sleeping in his bed. He tried to remember. Oh 
yes, he went out with Steven Adler to renew the old friendship between the two bands, that was severed 
some years back. So they had a few drinks, some great time talking and remembering. Oh yes, he had to back 
down some offers from Steven about ending the night in the same bed, but they didn't get into too much 
trouble. So then why he doesn't know who was in his bed? 


Turning around Jason decided that, renewing a friendship, was great idea, having chatted and a few drinks with 


old friend was good idea too. However waking up next to a warm body to find out that you had finally took 
Steven up to his offer wasn't. 


END. 


